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cheir own diſtemper'd Sight. Theſe Con- 
fiderations, have given me a kind of 
Contempt for thoſe who have riſen by 
unworthy ways. I am not aſham'd to be 
Lictle, when I ſee them fo Infamouſly Grear. 
Neither, do I know, why the Name of 
Poct ſhould be Diſhonourable to me; if 1 
am truly one, as I hope Iam; for will 
never do any thing, that ſhall diſhonour it. 
The Notions of Morality arc known to all 
Men : None can pretend Ignorance of thoſe 
Idea's which arc In-born in Mankind : and 
if I ſce one thing, and practiſe the contra- 
ry, I muſt be Difingenuous, not to acknow- 
ledge a clear Truth, and Baſe ro Act againſt 
the light of my own Conſcience. For the 
Reputation of my Honeſty, no Man can 
queſtion it, who has any ot his own: For 
that of my Poctry,ic ſhall cither ſtand by its 
own Mcrit; or fall for want of it. 1! 
Writers arc uſually the ſharpett Cenfors : 
For they (as the bett Poct, and the beſt 
Patron ſaid), when in the tull perteEtion ot 
decay, turn Vincgar, and come again in 
Play. Thus the corruption ot a Poct, 1s 
the Generation of a Critick : I mcan ot a 
A 4 Crit 
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Critick in the general acceptation of this 
Age: For formerly they were quite another 
Species of Men. They were Defcndors 
of Pocts, and Commentators on their 
Works: to Illuſtrate obſcure Beaurics ; to 
place ſome paſlages in a better light, to 
redeem others from malicious Interpreta- 
cions : to help out an Author's Modeſty, 
who 1s not oftentatious of his Wit; and, in 
ſhorr, to ſhicld him from the II|-Nature of 
thoſe Fellows, who were then call'd Zoili, 
and Momi, and now take upon themſelves 
the Venerable Name of Cenfors. Bur nei- 
ther Zoilus, nor he who cndcavour'd to 
defame Virgil, were ever Adoptcd into the 
Name of Criticks by the Ancients : what 
their Reputation was then, we know ; and 
cheir Succefſours mn this Age deſerve no 
better. Are our Auxihary Forces turn'd 
our Encmucs ? Are they, who, at beſt, are 
but Wits of the Second Order, and whoſe 
only Credit amongſt Readers, 15 what they 
obtain'd by being ſubvervient to the Fame 
of Writers, arc theſe become Rebels of 
Slaves, and Uſurpers of Subjc&s; or to 
ſpcak in the moſt Honourable my of 
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Right Honourable, 


MY 


Lord RADCLIFFE. 


My Lord, 


Heſe Miſcellany Poems, are by 
many Titles yours. The farit 
they claim from your accept- 


tance of my Promuſe to preſent 

them to you; before ſome of them were 
yet in being. The reſt are deriv'd from 
our own Merit, the exa&tneſs of your 
| rhe in Poerry, and the candour of 
your Nature, cafic to forgive ſome trivial 
faulrs when they come accompanied, with 
counteryailing Beaurics.Bur after all,chough 
theſe are your equitable claims to a Dedi- 
catian trom other Poets, yer I muſt ac- 
knowledge a Bribe in the caſe, which 8 


your particular m—_—_ Verſes. Tis 
3 4 
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a vanity common to all Writers, to over- 


valuc their own Productions; and *as bet! 


ecr for mc to own this failing in my ſelf, 
than the World to do it for mc. For what 
other Reaſon have I ſpent my Life in fo 
unproficable a Study 2 Why am I grown 
Old, in ſecking ſo barren a Reward as 
Famc? The ſame Parts and Application, 
whuch have made me a Poet, might have 
raisd mc to any Honours of the Gown, 
which arc often given to Mcn of as lictle 
Learning and Iceſs Honeſty than mv (clf. 
No Government has cver been, or ever can 
be, wherein Time-ſcrvers and Blockhcads 
will not be uppcrmoſt. The Perſons arc 
only chang'd, but the fame juglings in 
Stare, the ſame Hypocriſic in Religion, the 
ſame Self-intereſt, and Miſ.mann: 1gcment, 
will remain tor ever. Blood and Mony will 
be laviſh'd in all Ages, only tor the Pre- 
ferment of new Faccs, with o!d Conſci- 
ences. There 1s roo often a Jaundiſe in the 
Evesof Great Men;they ſee not thoſe whom 
they raiſe, in the ſame Colours with other 
Mcn. All whom they aiicet, look Golden 
to them; when the Gilding 15 _ in 
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to throw Dirt on the Writers ct this Age : 


Their Declaration is once thing, and their 
Practice is another. By a ſeenung venera- 
tion to our Fathers, they wou'd thruſt out 
us their Lawtul Ifluc, and Govern us them- 
ſelves, under a ſpecious pretence of Retor- 
mation. If they could compaſs their 1n- 
tent, what wou'd Wir and Learning get by 
ſuch a change? It we are bad Poers, they 
arc worſe, and when any of their woful pic- 
ccs come abroad, the difference is ſo great 
berwixt them and good Writers, that there 
nced no Criticiſms on our part tro decide 
ir. W hcn they deſcribe the Writers of this 
Age, they draw ſuch monſtrous figures of 
them, as reſemble none of us: Our pre- 
tended Picturcs arc ſo unhke, that 'tis cy1i- 
dent we never fatc to them : They are all 
Grotcſque ; the products of their wild Ima- 
ginations, things out of Nature, ſo far from 
being Copy'd trom us, that they reſemble 
nothing that ever was, or cvcr can be. Bur 
there 15 another ſort of Inſc&ts, more ye- 
nomous than the former. Thoſe who ma- 
nitcitly aim at the deftruEtion ot our Poc- 
tical Church and State, Who allow no- 


thing 
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thing to their Country-Men, either of this 
or of the former Age. Theſe attack the 
Living by raking up the Aſhes of the Dead. 
Well knowing that if they can ſubvert their 
Original Title ro the Stage, we who claim 
under them, mult fall of courſe. Peace be 
ro the Venerable Shades of Shakeſpear, and 
Ben Johnſon: None of the Living will pre- 
ſume to have any competition with chem: 
as they were our Predecefiours, ſo they 
were our Maſters. We Trayl our Plays 
under them: bur, (as at che Funerals of a 
Turkiſh Emperour,) our Enfigns arc furl'd, 
or dragg d upon the ground, in Honour to 
the Dead ; fo we may lawfully advance 
our own, afterwards, to ſhow that we ſuc- 
cccd : It leſs in Dignity, yet on the ſame 
Foot and Title, which we think too, we 
can maintain, againſt che Infolence of our 
own Jamzarics. It Iam che Man, as I have 
Reaſon to believe, who am ſeemingly 
Courred, and fccretly Undermun'd : I think 
I ſhall be able to detend my*ſelf, when I 
am openly Artacqu'd. And to ſhew belides, 
chat the Greek Writers only gave us the 
Rudiments of a Stage, which they never 

finiſh'd 


®_ 


Mi... 


Cr 
The Deduation, 


them, are they from our Seconds, become 
Principals againſt us? Docs the Ivy un- 
dermine the Oke, which ſupports its weak- 
neſs > What labour wou'd it coſt them to 
pur in a berrer Line, than the worſt of 
thoſe which they expunge in a True Poet ? 
Petronius, the greateſt Wit perhaps of all 
the Romans, vet when his Envy prevaiVd 
upon his Judgment, to fall on Lucan, he 
fell himſelf in his arremprt : He pertorm'd 
worſe in his Efſay of the Civil War, than 
the Authour of the Pharſalia : and avoid- 
ing his Errours, has made greater of his 
own. Julius Scaliger, wou'd needs turn 
down Homer, and Abdicatc him, after the 
ficfhon of Three Thouſand Years: Has 
0g r in his Attempt? He has indeed 
ſhown us ſome of thoſe Imperte&tions in 
him, which are incident ro Humane Kind : 
But who had not rather be that Homer than 
thus Scaliger ? You (ce the fame Hypercrinick, 
when he endeavours to mend the beginning 
of Claudian, (a faulcy Poet, and Living in 
a Barbarous Age ; ) yct how ſhort he comes 
of him, and fſubſtiruces ſuch Verſes of his 
own, as deſerve the Ferula. What a Cen- 
lure 
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furc has he made of can, that he rather 
ſeems to Bark than Sing * Wou'd any bur 
a Dog, have made fo ſnarling a Compari- 
ſon? One wou'd have thought, he had 
Learn'd Latin, as latc as they ecll us he did 
Greck. Yet he came oft, with a pace tu, 
by your good lcave, Lucan ; he call'd him 
not by thoſe outragcous Names, of Fool, 
Booby, and Blockhcad : He had ſomewhat 
more of good Manners, than his Succeſ- 
ſours, as he had much more Knowledge. 
We have wo forts ot thoſc Gentlemen, in 
our Nation: Some of them proceeding with 
aſceming mod:ration and pretence of Re- 
ſpect, to the Dramatick Writers of the laſt 
Age, only ſcorn and vilific the preſent Po- 
cts, to {cr up their Predeeeliours, Bur this 
is only in appearance; for their real delign 
1s nothing Icts, than to do Honour to any 
Man, beſides chemſclves. Herace took no- 
tice, of ſuch NMcnin his Age: Non Ingeniis 
favet ille, Sepultis ; neſtra ſed impugnat z nos 
noſtraque lividus odit. "Tis not w:ith an ul- 
timatc intention to pay Revercnce to the 
Manes of Shakeſpear, bletcher, and Ben Johbn- 
fn, that they commicnd their Writings, bur 
tO 
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behalf of all my Fellows, that when they 


come to Exerciſe a Juriſdiction over us, 
they ſhall have the Stage to themſelves, as 
they have the Lawrel. As little can I grant, 
that the French Dramatick Writers, excel 
the Engliſh : Our Authurs as far ſurpaſs 
them in Genius, as our Souldicrs t xccl 
theirs in Courage: 'Tis true, in Conduct 
they ſurpaſs us cither way : Yet that pro- 
cecds not ſo much from their greaterKnow- 
ledge, as from the difference of Taſts in 
the ewo Nations. They content themſelves 
with athin Deſign, without Epiſodes, and 
manag'd by few Perſons. Our Audience 
will not be plcas'd, but with varicty of Ac- 
cidents, an Underplot, and many Actours. 
They follow the Ancients too ſervilcly, in 
the Mechanick Rulcs, and we aſſume roo 
much Licenſe to our ſelves, in keeping 
them only in view, at too great a diſtance. 
But it our Audicnce had their Taſts, our 
Poces could more cafily comply with them, 
than the french Writers cou'd come up to 
the Sublimity of our Thoughts, or to the 
difhcule varicty of our Deſigns. Howe- 
ver it be, I darc cſtabliſh it for a Rule of 
Practice 


The Deduatuon. 


Practice on the Stage, that we are bound 
to pleaſe thoſe, whom we pretend to En- 
ecrtain : And that at any price, Religion 
and Good Manncrs only excepred. And 
I carenot much, 1f I give this handlc, to 
our bad Ilhrerate Poetaſters, for the de- 
fence of their SCRIPTIONS as they call 
them. There 1s a fort of Merit in delight- 
ing the Spectatours ; which is a Name more 
proper for them, than that of Auditours : 
Or elſe Horace is in the wrong, when he 
commends Lzcilius for it. But theſe com- 
mon places I mean to Treat at greater lei- 
fure: In the mcan time, ſubmitung chat lic- 
tle I have ſaid, to your Lordſhip's Appro- 
bation, or your Cenſure, and chuſing ra- 
ther to Entertain you this way, as you are 
a Judge of Writing, than to oppreſs your 
Modeity,with other Commendations;which 
though they arc your duc, yet wou'd nor 
be equally receiv'd, in this Satirical, and 
Cenforious Age. That which cannot with- 
out Injury be dcny'd to you, 1s the eaſineſs 
of your Converſation, far from Afﬀettation 
or Pride: not denying even ro Enenues, 
their juſt Praiſcs. And thus, if I wou'd dwell 

on 
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finiſh'd. That many of the Tragedics in 


the former Age amongſt us, were without 
Compariſon beyond thoſe of Sopþocles and 
Euripides. But at preſent, I have neither 
the leiſure nor the means for ſuch an Un- 
dertaking. *Tis ill going to Law for an 
Eſtate, with him who is in poſlcſſion of it, 
and enjoys the preſent Profits, to feed his 
Cauſe. But the quantum mutatus may be 
remember'd in duc time. In the mean while 
I leave the World to judge, who gavethe 
Provocation. 

This, my Lord, is, I confeſs, a long di- 
greſlion, from Miſce/lany Poems to Modern 
Tragedies : ButI have the ordinary Excuſe 
of an Injur'd Man, who will be telling his 
Talc unſcaſonably to his Bztrers. Though 
at the ſame time, I am certain you are ſo 
| Friend, as to take a Concern in all 

gs which belong to one who fo truly 
Honours you. And beſides, being your 


1 ſelf a Cririck of the Genuine ſort, who haye 


Read the beſt Authours, in their own Lan- 
gages, who perfectly diſtinguiſh of their 
cveral Merits, and in general prefer them 
to the Moderns, yer, I know, you judge 
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for the Engliſh Tragedics, againſt the Greek 
and Latin, as well as againſt the French, Ira- 
lian and Spaniſh, of theſe latter Ages. In- 
deed there 1s a valt difterence, betwixt ar- 
guing like Perault, in bchalt of the French 
Poets, againſt Homer and Virgil, and be- 
ewixt giving the Engliſh Poets their un- 
doubted duc, of l_ flchylus, Emi. 
pides, and Sophoc/es. For if we or our greater 
Fathers, have not yet brought the Drama 
to an abſolute Pertetion, yet at leaſt we 
have carricd it much farther than thoſe An- 
cient Greeks, who b>cginning from a Chorus, 
cou'd never tctally exclude it, as we have 
done, who find it an unproftable incum- 
brance, withour any neceſlity of Entertain- 
ing it amongſt us ; and without the poſh- 
bility of cſtabliſhing it here, unleſs i were 
ſupportcd by a Publick Charge. Neither 
can we accept of thoſe Lay- Biſhops, as ſome 
call them, who under pretence of rctorm- 
ing the Stage, wou'd intrude themſelves 
upon us, as our Superiours, being indeed in- 
competent Judges of what 1s Manners, 
what Religion, and lcaſt of all, what 1s Po- 
ctry and Good Senſc. I can tcl} them in 


bchalt 


The Dedication. 


on any Theme of this Nature, is no 
vulgar Commendation to veur Lordſhip. 
Wichour Flattery, my Lord, you have it in 
your Nature, to b: a Patron and Encou- | 
razer of Good Poets, Lut your Fortune has 
not yet put into your iJands the opportu» 
nicy of expreſſing ict. What vou will be 
hercafter, may b: more than gueb'd, by 
what you are at preſent. You maintain the 
Character of a Nobleman, without that 
Haughtineſs which generally actends too 
many of the Nobility, and when you Cons» 
yerſe with Gentlemen, you forget not that 
you haye been of their Order. You are 
Marrycd to the Daughtcr of a King, . who, 
amongſt her other high PerteCtions, has de- 
riv'd trom him a Charming Behaviour, a 
winning Goodne(s, and a Maj-{tick Perſon. 
The Muſes and thc Graces are the Orna- 
ments of your Family. While che Muſe Sings, 
the Grace accomparies her Voice: even the 
Servancs-of the Muſes have ſometimes had 
the Happine(s to hear her; anulrovreiceive 
their Iaftpregions from her., 

\ I will not give my (elf the liberty of go- 
ing farther; for 'tis ſo ſweer tes wander in 
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a pleaſing way, that I ſhou'd ncyer arrive 
at my Journeysend. To keep my felt from 
being belated in my Letter, and tiring 
your Attention, I mult return to the place 
where I was fctting out, 1 humbly Dedi- 
cate to your Lordſhip, mv own Labours 
in this Miſcellany : Ar the fame time, not 
arrogating to my (clf the Priviledge, of In- 
{cribing to you, the Works of others who 
are join'd with me, in this undertaking; 
over which I can pretcnd no right. Your 
Lady and You have done methe favour to 
hcar mc Read my Tranſlations of Ovid: 
And vou both ſeem'd not to be diſpleasd 
with them. Whether 1t be the partiality of 
an Old Man to his Youngeſt Child, I know 
not : Bucthey app-ar co me the beſt of all 
my Endeayours in this kind. Perhaps this 
Poet, is more calic to be Tranſlated, than 
ſome others, whom I have lately attempted: 
Perhaps two, he was more according ro my 
Genius. He is certainly more palatable to 
the Readcr, than any of the Roman Was, 
though ſome of them arc more lofty, ſome 
more Inſtructive, and others more Correct. 
He had Learning enough to make him 
equal 
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equal co the beſt. But as his Verſe came 
eaſily, he wanted the roy! of Application 
to amend it. He 1s often luxuriane, both 
in his Fancy and Expreſſions; and as it has 
lately been obſerv'd, not always Natural. It 
Wir be plealantry, hc has it toexceſs: bur 
if it be propricty, Lucretizs, Horace, and 
above all Virgil are his Superiours. I have 
ſaid fo much of him alrcady, in my Preface 
to his Heroical Epiſtles, that there remains 
lictle ro be addcd in this place. For my 
own part, I havc endeavour'd to Copy his 
Character what I cou'd in this Tranſlation, 
even perhaps, farther than I ſhou'd have 
done ; to his very Faules. Mr. Chapman in 
his Tranſlation of Homer, protcfles to have 
done it ſomewhat paraparaſticallyz and 
that on fer purpoſe; his Opinion being, 
that a good Poct 1s to be 1 rarflaced inthar 
manner. I remember not the Reaſon which 
he gives for it : But 1 ſuppoſe it is, for fear 
of omitting any of his Exceilencies: ſure I 
am, that it ic be a Faulr, 'tis much more 
pardonable, than that of choſ:, who run 
into the other extream, of a littexal, and 
cloſe Tranſlation, or the Poct is confin'd 
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ſo ſtreightly to his Author's Words, that 
he wants elbow-room, to expreſs his Elegan- 
cies. He leaves him obſcure ; he leaves 
him Proſe, where he found him Verſe. 
And no butter than thus has Ovid been fery'd 
by che fo much admur'd Sandys. Thus is at 
leaſt the Idea which I have remaining of his 
Tranſlation ; for I never Read him fince 1 
was a Bov. They who take him upon Cone 
tent, from the Praiſes which cheir Fathers 
gave him; may imitorm their Judgment by 
Reading him avain : And ſe, (if they un- 
deritand the Ori2inal) what is become of 
Ovid's Voctry, in his Verſion; whether it 
be nor all, or the gieareſt part of it cvapo- 
rated. But this procezded from the wron 
Judo ment of che Ave in which he Liv'd: 
They neither knew good Verſe, nor lov'd 
it; they were Scholars 'tis true, but they 
were {euarts, And for a juſt Reward of their 
Pcdantick p2ins, ali cher Trayhurtons want 
to b. Tranſlated, into Englilh. 

If I Flatter not my felt, or zf my Friends 
have not Hlatr:1'd me, I have given my 
Author's S:nt, tor the moſt part truly : 
{or to miſtake ſomcrimacs, 15 Incident ” all 
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Men : And not to follow the Dutch Com- 
mentatours alwaics, mav be forgiven to a 
Man, who thinks them, in the general, hea- 
vy groſs-witted Fellows ; fit only to gloſs 
on their own dull Poets. Bur I. leave a far- 
ther Satire on their Wir, cl] I have a berter 
opportunity, to ſhew how much I Love 
and Honour them. I have likewiſe arrempt- 
ed to reſtore Ovid to his Native ſweerneſs, 
calines, and ſmoothneſs; and to give m 
Poctry a kind of Cadence, and, as we cal 
It, a run of Verſe, as like che Original, as 
the Ergli/h can come up to the / atin, As 
he ſeldom uſes any Symalephas, fo I have cn» 
deavour'd to avoid them, as often as I 
cou'd : I have likewiſe given hum his own 
turns, both on the Words and on the 
Thought:Which I cannot ſay are inimitable, 
becaulc 1 have Copycd them : and fo may 
others, it thcy uſe the ſame diligence : But 
certainly they are wondertully Graceful in 
this Poet, Since | have Nam'd the Synalepha, 
which is the cutting oft one Vowel, imme- 
diatcly before another, I will give an Ex- 
ample of it, from Chapman's Homer which 
B 3 lies 
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lyes before me; for the benefit of thoſe 
who underſtand not the Latine Proſodia. 
'Tis in the firſt Line of the Argument to 
the Firſt 1/iad. 


Apollo's Prieſt to th Argive Fleet doth bring, &c. 


There we ſce he makes it not the Argive, 
but th' Argive, to ſhun the ſhock of the rwa 
Vowels, immediately following cach other. 

ut in his Second Argument, in the ſame 
Page, he gives a bad Example of the quite 
contrary kind : 


Alpha the Pray'r of Chryſcs Sings : 
The Army s Plague, the Strife of Kings. 


In theſe word the Armies, the ending with 
a Vowel, and Armies be21nning with ano- 
ther Vowel, without cutting off che firſt, 
which bv it had been th' Armies, there re- 
mains a moſt horrible 1l]-ſounding-gap be» 
ewixt thoſe Words. 1 cannot fay, that I 
have every way obſerv'd the Rule of this 
Synalepha, m my Tranſlation ; bur whereſoc- 
ver I have nor, 'tis a faule in ſound: The 

French 
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French and Italians haye made it an inviola- 
ble Precept in their verſification ; thereinfol- 
lowing the ſevere Example of the Latin 
Pocts. Our Countrymen have not yer 
Reform'd their Poerry fo far ; but content 
themſelves with following the Licentious 
Practice of the Greeks; who though they 
ſometimes uſe Synalepha's, yet make no dith- 
culty very often, to ſound one Vowel upon 
another; as Homer docs, in the v.rv firſt 
line of Alpha. Mm aals Oz Thnanzihhe 'As 
26. *Tistruc, indeed, that in the econd 
line, in theſe words «we Aziz, and <a 
v2ner, the Synalepha in revenge 1s twice ob- 
ſery'd. But it becomes us, for the ſake of 
Euphony, rather Muſas colere ſeveriores, with 
the Romans , than to give inco the looſeneſs 
of the Grecians. 

[ have cir'd my ſelf, and have been ſfum- 
mon'd by the Prefs co ſend away this Dedi- 
cation ; otherwiſe | had cxpos'd ſome other 
faules, which are daily commurted by our 
Engliſh Poets ; which, with carc and ob- 
ſervation, might be amended. For after all, 
our Languages both Copious, Signthcant, 
and Majcſtical; and mighr be reduc'd inty 
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a more harmonious ſound, But for want 
of Pubiick Encouragement, in this Fon 
Age, weare (o (ar from making any pro- 
g:c{s in the improvement of our Tongue, 
that in few ycars, we ſhall Syeak and Write 
as Barbarouſly as our Neighbours. 
Nocwichſtanding mv haſte, I cannot for- 
bear cotcIl your Lordſhip. that there arc 
two frazmcnts of Homer Tranſlated in this 
Miſcellany ; ONC by Mr. C onpreve (v hom I 
cannot mcntion wirnout the Honour which 
15 duc to his Excellent Parrs, and that entire 
Aﬀection which 1 bear him ;) and the other 
by my felf. Both che *ujts arc pathc- 
tical; ard ] am (ure my Friend has added 
to the Ten iornels which he found in the 
Original; and, w:chout Flatrery, ſurpaſs'd his 
Author.Yet | muit needs fay this 1n retercnce 
to Homer, that he 15 much more Ccapaicle of 
exciting the Manly Paſhons, than thoſe 
of Grict a-d Pitrr. To cauſe Admiration, 
is indeed the proper and adcquarc deſign 
of an Epick 'eem : An in that he has Ex- 
cell'deven Firzil. Yer, withour preſuminsg to 
Arraign cur Maſter, I may venture to at- 
firm, that he is {umewhat too Talkanve, 


ard 
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and more than ſomewhat too digreſfive. 
This is ſo manifcſt, that it cannot be deny'd, 
in that lictle parcel which I have Tranſlated, 
perhaps _ ally : There Andromache in 
he midſt of her Concernment, and Fright 
for Hedlor, runs off her Biaſs, to tell ym a 
Story of her Pedigree, and of che lamen- 
a Death of her Father, her Mother, 
and her Scyen Brothers. The Devil was 
in Hefor, if he knew not all this matrer, as 
well as ſhe whotold ithim; for ſhe had been 
his Bed-fellow for many Years together : 
And it he knew it, then it muſt be confeſs'd, 
that Homer in this long digrcfſion, has ra- 
ther given us his own Charactcr, than that 
of the Fair Lady whom he Paints. His 
Dear Friends the Commentators, who ne- 
ver fail him at a pinch,will needs excuſe him, 
by making the preſent Sorrow of Andromache, 
to occalion the remembrance of all che paſt : 
Buc others think that ſhe had cnough to do 
with that Grict which now opprefs'd her, 
without running for aſſiſtance to her Famuly. 
Virgil, I am confident, wou'd have omir- 
td ſuch a wo k of ſupererrogation. But 
ge had the Gitt of cxpreſling much 


in 
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in lictle,and ſomerumes in ſilence: For though 
he yiclded much to Homer in Invention, 
he more ExcellF'd him in his Admirable Judg- 
ment. He drew the Paſſion of Dido - 
Eneas, in the moſt lively and moſt natural 
Colours chat are imaginable : Homer was 
ambitious enough of moving pity ; for he 
has attempted twice on the ſame ſubje&t 
of Hettor's death : Firſt, when Priam, and 
Hecuba lxcheld his Corps, which was drag'd 
after the Chariot of Achilles; and then in 
the Lamentation which was made oyer 
him, when his Body was redeem'd by 
Priam ; and the ſame Perſons again be- 
wail his death with a Chorus of others 
to help che cry. Bur if this laſt excite 
Compaſſion in you, as I doubt nor but 
it will, you are more oblig'd co the Tran- 
fatour than the Poct, For Homer, as I 
obſery'd before, can move rage better 
than he can pity : He ſtirs up the iraf- 
cible appetite, as our Philoſophers call it, 
he provokes ro Murcher, and the deſtru. 
ftion of God's Images; he forms and 
equips thoſe ungodly Man killers, whom 
we Pozrs, when we flatter chem, call He- 
TOcs ; 
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rocs; a race of Men who can never enjoy 

uiet in themſelves, 'uill chey have taken it 
rom all the World. This is Homer's 
Commendation, and ſuch as it is, the Lo- 
vers of Peace, or art leaſt of more mode- 
rate Heroiſm, will never invy him. But 
let Homer and Virgil conrend tor the Prize 
of Honour, berwixt th:miclves, I am fatis- 
fied they will ncycr have a thirdConcurrent. 
I wiſh Mr. Congreve had the leiſure ro Tran- 
ſlate him, and the World the good Nature 
and Juſtice, ro Encourage him in that No- 
ble Deſign, of which he 1s more capable 
than any Man I know. The Earl of Mul- 
grave, and Mr. Waller, two the beſt Judges 
of our Age, have aflur'd mc, that” they 
cou'd never Read over the Tranſlation of 
Chapman, without incredible Pleaſure, and 
extreme Tranſport. This Admiration of 
theirs, muſt needs proceed from the Author 
himfclf: For the Tranſlator has thrown 
him down as low, as harſh Numbers, im- 
proper Engliſh, and a monſtrous length of 
Verſe cou'd carry him. What then wou'd he 
appear in the Harmonious Verſion, of one 
of the beſt Writers, Living in a much ber- 
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ter Age than was the laſt ? 1 mean for verſj- 
fication, and the Art of Numbers; for in 
the Drama we have not arriy*d to the picch 
of Sha vſpear and Ben /0'mnſon. Bur hcre, 
my Lord, I am :o:c'd ro bicak off abruptly, 
withouc endeavouring at a Compliment in 
the cloſe. This Miſcellany, is without di- 
ſpute one of che beſt of the kind, which has hi- 

crto been extant 1n our Tonvuec. At leaſt, 
as Sir Samuel Take has ſaid before me, a 
Modeſt Man may praiſe what's not his 
own. My Fellows have no nced of any 
Protection, but I humbly recommend my 
part of it, as much as it deſerves, to your 
Pacronage and Acceptance, and all che reſt 
to your Forgiyencſs. 


I am | 
My Lord, 
Your Lord/hip's moſt 


O0bedient Servant, 


John Dryden. 
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MESS DER 


Aving formerly Printed two Parts of Mi- 

feellany Poems, they were ſo wery kindly 

receiw d, that I had long before now” En- 

deavour'd to obtain a Third, had IT not al» 

moſt ever fince the Publiſhing of the Second been 

Solliciting the Tranſlating of Juveral, and Perſius. 

Soon after the Publiſhing of that Book I waited upon 

ſeveral Gentlemen to ask their Opinion of a Third 

MiſcePany, who encourar d me to end:avour it, and 
have cinfiderably help df me in it. 

Many wery Ingenious Copies were ſent to me 
upon my 04vins publick notice of this Defign ; but 
had I Printed em il, ts Book wen d have ſwell'd 
to too great a bulk, and I minis bats. delayd the 
Publiſhing of it till next Term: But thoſe omit- 
ted, ſhall upon Order from the Authors be reſtored; 


or 


The Bookſeller to the Reader. 
or if the Gentlemen will be pleard to ftay "till 
wext year, 1 ſhall take it as a favour to inſert 
them in another Miſcellany, which I then intend, 
if I find by the Sale that this proves as Entertain- 
ing as the former. 


Several Reaſons encourage me to Proceed upon 
the endeavouring a Fourth Volume : As, That I 
had aſſurance of many Copies from Perſons now out 
of England ; which, though not yet arriv'd, I am 

ent will be ſent in a ſhort time, and they come 
ſuch Flands, that I can have no reaſon to 
doubt of their being very much eſteem'd. 


I would likewiſe willingly try if there could be an 
Annual Miſcellany, which I believe might be an uſe- 
ful drverfion to the Ingenious.s By this means care 
would be taken to preſerve evry Choice Copy that 
appears ; whereas 1 have known ſevergl Celebrated 
Pieces ſo utterly loſt in three or four years time 

er they were written, as not to be recoverable by 
all the ſearch I cou'd make after 'em. 


I was for ſome years tozether poſſeſt of ſeveral 
Poems of Sir Carr Scrope's, written with his own 
Hand, which I in vain of late ſlrove to recover ; 
for as T forgot to whom 1 lent 'em, ſo I believe the 
Perſon to whom they were lent does not remember 
where they were borrowed : But if the preſent Poſ- 
ſeſſour of them reads this, I beg their being 


return d. 
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If I ſhould go on with the Deſign of an Amnual 
MiſceBany, after I have procur'd ſome Stock to pro- 
ceed upon, I will grove Publick Notice of it. wy 
gw ds of this Defign, 

Copies 


promote it 2 ſending fo i they Fete will 
& acceptable; 


Your very humble Servant 


JACOB TONSON. 
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Ovid's Metamorphoſes. 


(Y Bodies chang'd to various Forms I ſing: 
Ye Gods, from whom theſe Miracles did 


a 
Inſpire my Numbers with Caleſtial heat ; ( thy 
Till 1, my long laborious Work compleat : 
And add perpetual Tenour to my Rhimes, 


Deduc'd from Nature's Birth, to Cefar's Times 


Before the Seas, and this Terreſtrial Ball, 
And Heav'ns high Canopy, that covers all, 
One was the Face of Nature ; if a Face, 
Rather a rude and indigeſted Maſs : 

B 2 
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A lifeleſs Lump, unfaſhion'd, and unfram'd ; 

Of jarring Seeds; and juſtly Chaos nam'd. 

No Sun was lighted up, the World to view; 

No Moon Cid vet her Uuntcd Horns renew : 
Nor yet was Earth fufpend<d in the Skye; 

Nor pois'd, di4 on her own Fouadations lye: 

Nor Scas about the Shoars their Arms had thrown; 
But Earth and Air 2nd Water were in one. 

Thus Air w25 70..1 of light, and Earth unſtable, 
And Waters dark Abyfs unnavigable. 


No certain Form, or: any was impreſt; 


All were confus'd, and each diſturb'd the reſt, 
For hot and cold, were in one Body fixt ; 


And fot with hard, and light with heavy mixt. 


But God or Nature, while they thus contend, 


To theſe inteſtine Diſcords put an end : (driv'a, 


Then Earth from Air, and Seas from Earth were 
 Andgroſſer Air,funk from Etherial Heav'n. Thus 


a -P 
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Thus diſembroil'd, they take their proper place ; 
The next of kin, contiguoully embrace; 
And Foes are ſunder'd, by a larger ſpace. 

The force of Fire aſcended fir!t on high, 

And took its dwelling 1a the vaulted Skie : 

Then Air ſuccceds, in lightn:fs next to Fire; 

V. hoſe Atoms from unactive Earth retire. 

Earth ſinks beneath, and draws a numerous throng 
O: pondrous, thick, unweildy Seeds along, 

About her Coaſts, unruly Waters roar ; 

And, riſing on a ridge, infult the Shoar, 

Thus when the God, what ever God was he, 
Had form'd the whole, and made the parts agree, 


That no unequal portions might be found, 


He moulded Earth into a ſpacious round : 
Then with a breath, he gave the Winds to blow ; 
And bad the congregated Waters flow. 


4 The THIRD PART 


He adds the running Springs, and ſtanding Lakes ; 
And bounding Banks for winding Rivers makes. 
Some part, in Earth are ſwallow'd up, the moſt 
In ample Oceans, difimbogu'd, are loſt. 

He ſhades the Woods, the Vallies he reſtrains 
With Rocky Mountains, and extends the Plains. 


And as five Zones th Xtherial Regions bind, 
Five Correſpondent, are to Earth aſlign'd : 
The Sun with Rays, direQly darting down, 
Fires all beneath, and fries the middle Zone : 
The two bencath the diſtant Poles, complain 
Of endleſs Winter, and perperual Rain. 
Berwixt th'extreams, two happier Climates, hold 
The Temper that partakes of Hot and Cold. 
The Feilds of liquid Air, inclofing all, 


Surround the Compaſs of this Earthly Ball : 
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The lighter parts, lye next the Fires above ; 
The groſler near the watry Surface move: 


| Thick Clouds are ſpread, and Storms engender? 
; | 
| there, | 
And Thunders Voice, which wretched Mortals > 
j lcar, l 


* And Winds that on their Wings,cold Winter _ 
Nor were thoſe bluſtring Brethren left at large, 
On Seas and Shoars, their fury to diſcharge : 

Bound as they are, and circumſcrib'd in place, 

| They rend the World, reſiſtlefs, where they pals ; 

| And mighty marks of miſchicf leave behind ; 

Such is the Rage of their tempeſtuous kind. 

Firſt Farws to the riſing Mora is ſent, 

(The Regions of the balmy Continent ;) 

And Eaſtern Realms, where carly Perffans run, 

To greet the bleſt appearance of the Sun. 


OO I nn 
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Weſtward, the wanton Zephyr wings his flight ; 
Pleas'd with the remnants of departing light : 
Fierce Boreas, with his Off-ipring, Viues forth 
Tiinvade the frozen Waggon of the North. 
While frowning Asfter, ſeeks the Southern Sphore ; 


And rots with endleſs Rain, th' uowhoullom year, 


High ore the Clouds and empty Realms of wind, 
The God a clearer ſpace tor Heav'n defign'd; 
Where Fields of Light, and liquid Archer flaw ; 
Purg'd from the pondrous dregs of Earth below, 


$carce had the Pow diltinguiſh'd theſe, when 


{: reigite 


Ti:2 =tars, no» longer overhaid with weighr, 


Ex. thew Heads, from underneath the Mais ; 


An1 upward ſhoor,and kindle as they paſs, 


| p'4CE. 
Ang with dilafive Light, adorn their Heev'nly 
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1 hen, every void of Nature to ſupply, 

Witk Forms of Gods he fills the vacant Skie : 
New Herds of Peaſts, he fends the plains to ſhare : 
New Colonies of Birds, to people Air : 

And to their Oozy Beds, the finny Fiſh repair. 


A Creature of a more Exalted Kind 
Was wanting yet, and then was Man dcſign'd: 
Conſcious of Thought, of more capacious Breaſt, 
For Empire form'd, and fit to rule the reſt : 
Whether with particles of Heav'nly Fire 
The God of Nature did his Soul Inſpire, 
1 Or Earth, Lut new divided from the Skie, 
And, pliant, ſtill, retain'd the Acrherial Energy : 
Which Wiſe Prometheus temper'd into paſte, (caſt. 
And mixt with living Streams, the Godlike Image 
Thus, while the mute Creation downward bend 


Their Sight, and to their Earthy Mother tend, 
Man 
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Man looks aloft ; and with ereQted Eyes 
Beholds his own Hereditary Skies. 

From ſuch rude Principles our Form began ; 
And Earth was Metamorphos'd into Man. 


The Golden Age. 


No Rule but uncorrupted Reaſon knew : 

And, with a Native bent, did Good purſue. 
Un-forc'd by Puniſhment, un-aw'd by fear, 
His words were ſimple, and his Soul ſincere : 


The Golden Age was firſt ; when Man yet New, . 


Needleſs was written Law, where none oppreſt : 


The Law of Man, was written in his Breaſt : 
No ſuppliant Crowds, before the Judge appear'd, 
No Court Ereted yet, nor Cauſe was hear'd : 


"But all was fate, for Conſcience was their Guard, 
The 
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The Mountain Trees in diſtant proſpet pleaſe, 

Ere yet the Pine deſcended to the Seas : 

E re Sails were ſpread, new Oceans to explore : ) 

And happy Mortals, unconcern'd for more, c 

Confin'd their Wiſhes to their Native Shoar. 

No walls, were yet ; nor ſence,nor mote nor mownd, 

Nor Drum was heard,nor Trumpets angry found : 

Nor Swords were forgd ; but void of Care and 

The ſoft Creation ſlept away their time. mm 

The teeming Earth, yet guiltleſs of the Plough, 

And unprovok'd, did fruitful Stores allow : 

Content with Food, which Nature freely bred, 

On Wildings, and on Strawberries they fed ; 

Cornels and Bramblc-berries gave the reſt, 

And falling Acorns, furnyhe out a Feaſt. 

The Flow'rs un-fown, in Fields and Meadow: 
reignd: 

And Weſtern Winds, immortal Spring maintain'd. 
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In following years, the bearded Corn enſu'd, 

From Earth unask'd, nor was that Earth renew'd. 
From Veins of Vallies, Miik and Ne@tar broke ; 
And Honey ſweating through the pores of Oak. 


The Silver Ape. 


Was driv'n to Hell, the World was under Jove. 


Succeeding times a Silver Age behold, 


But when Good Saturne, baniſh'd from above, 
Excelling Braſs, but more excell'd by Gold. | 


Then Summer, Autumn, Winter, did appear: 


And Spring was but a Seaſon of the Year. 


The Sun his Annual courſe obliquely made, 

Good days contracted, and enlarg'd the bad. 
Then Air with ſultry heats began toglow ; 

The wings of winds,were clogg'd with Ice andSnow; 
Ard 
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And ſhivering Mortals, into Houſes driv'n, 


Sought ſhelter from th' inclemency of Heav'n; 
Thoſe Houſes, then, were Caves, or homely Sheds; 
With twining Oziers fenc'd ; and Moſs their Beds. 
Then Ploughs, for Seed, the fruitful farrows broke, 
And Oxen labour'd firſt, beneath the Yoke. 


The Brazen Age. 


To this came next in courſe, the Brazen Age: | 
A Warlike Offspring, prompt to Bloody Rage, 


Not Impious yet— 
The Iron Age. 


—_—_ —— Hard Stccl ſucceeded then: 


And tubborn as the Mettal, were the Men. 
Truth, 
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Truth, Modeſty, and Shame, the World forſook, 


Fraud, Avarice, and Force, their places took. 


Then Sails were ſpread, to every Wind that blew, 


Raw were the Sailors, and the Depths were new. 
Trees rudely hollow'd, did the Waves ſuſtain ; 
E're Ships in Triumph plough'd the watry Plain. 


La: 
—— | 


Then Land-marks, limited to each his right: 
For all before was common, as the light. 
Nor was the Ground alone requir'd to bear | 


Her annual Income to the crooked ſhare, 


But greedy Mortals, rummaging her Store, 
Digg'd from her Entrails firſt the precious Oar ; 
Which next to Hell, the prudent Gods had laid j 


And that alluring ill, to ſight diſplaid. 
| 
| 
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Thus curſed Steel, and more accurſed Gold 
Gave miſchief birth, and made that miſchief bold ; 


And 
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And double death, did wretched Man invade 

By Stcel aſſaulted, and by Gold betray'd. 

Now, (brandiſh'd Weapons glittering in their 
hands,) 

Mankind is broken looſe from moral Bands ; 

No Rights of Hoſpitalicy remain : 

| The Gueſt by him who hacbour'd him, is flain. 

The Son in Law purſues the Father's life ; 

The Wife her Husband murders, he the Wife. 

The Step-dame Poylſon for the Son prepares ; 


_ 


The Son inquires into his Father's years. 
Faith flies, and Piety in Exile mourns ; 
And Juſtice, here oppreſt, to Heav a returns. 


The Gyants War. 


Nor were the Gods themſelves more ſafe above ; 
| Againſt beleaguer'd Heav'n, the Gyants move : 
Hills 


d 
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Hills pii'd on Hills, on Mountains, Mountains lie, 
To make their mad approaches to the Skie, 

Till Fove, no longer patient, rok his time 
Tavenge with Thunder their auJacious Crime z 
Red Ligliicoing plaid, along ihe Firmament, 

And their deza0!! 3; Works to pieces rent. 
Sing'd with the Flamecs,and with the Bolts transfixt 
With Native Ezrth,cheir Blood, the Monſters mixt : 
The Blood, indu'd with 2nimating heat, 

Did in th' Impregnant Earth, new Sons beget : 
They,like the Seed from which they ſprung,accurſt, 
Againſt the Gods, Immortal Hatred nurſt. 

An Impious, Arrogant, and Crucl Brocd ; 
Expreſſing their Original from Blood. 


— 
= 


Which,when the King of Gods beheld from high, | 


(Withal revolving in his memory, 


[hat 
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What he himſclf had found on Earth of late, 
Lycaon's Guilt, and his Inhuman Treat, ) 


He figh'd ; nor longer with his Pity ſtrove ; 
But kindl'd to a Wrath becoming Jove : 


Then, call'd a General Council of the Gods; 
Who Summon'd, Iſſe from their Bleſt Abodes, 
And fill tlAſ:mbly, with a ſhining Train. 

A way there is, in Heavens expanded Plain, 
Which when the Skics are clear, is ſeen below, | 
And Mortals, by the Name of Milky, know. 

The Ground-work is of Stars; through which the 
Lyes open to the Thunderer's Abode ; __ 
The Gods of greater Nations dwell around, 
And on the Rig!it and Lefr, the Palace boynd ; 
The Commons where they can, the Nobler fore 


With Winding-doors wide open, front the Court, 


C Th: 
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This Place, as far as Earth with Heav'n may vie, 
I dare to call the Loowre of the Skie. 

When all were plac'd, in Seats diſtintly known, 
And he, their Father, had aſſum'd the Throne, 
Upon his Iv'ry Sceptre firſt he leant, 

Then ſhook his Head, that ſhook the Firmament : 


*Air, Earth, and Seas, obey'd th' Almighty nod : 


And with a gen'ral fear, confeſs'd the God. 
At length with Indignation, thus he broke 
His awful ſilence, and the Pow'rs beſpoke. 


[ was not more concern'd in that debate 
Of Empire, when our Univerſal State 
Was putto hazard, and the Giant Race 
Our Captive Skies, were ready ro iumbrace : 


For tho' the Foc was fierce, the Seeds of all 


Rebellion, ſprung from one Original ; |; 
, 


Now, | 
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Now, whereſoever ambient waters glide, 

All are corrupt, and all muſt be deſtroy'd. 

Let me this Holy Proteſtation make, 

By Hell, and Hell's inviolable Lake, 

I try'd whatever in the God-Head lay : 

But gangreend Members, muſt be lopt away, N 


Before the Nobler Parts, are tainted to decay. N 
There dwells below, a Race of Demi-Gods, 
| of Nymphs in Waters, and of Fawns in Woods : 
Who, tho not worthy yct, in Heav'n to live, 
| Let em, at leaſt, enjoy that Earth we give. 
| Can theſe be thought ſecurely lodg'd below, 
| When 1 my felf, who no Superior know, 
| I, who have Heavn and Earthat my command, 
| Have been attempted by Lycaon's Hand ? 
: 
: 


T Atthisa murmur, thro' the Synod wenr, 


| And with one Voice they vote his Puniſhment. 


| C 2 Thus, 
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Thus, when Confpiring Traytors dar'd to doom 
The fall of Ceſar, and in him of Rome, 

The Nations trembled, with a pious fear ; 

All anxious tor their Earthly Thunderer : 

Nor wastheir care, O Cſar / leſs eſteem'd 

By thee, than that of Heav'n for Fove was deem'd. | 
Who with his Hand and Voice, did firſt reſtrain | 
Their Murmurs, then reſum'd his Specch again. | 
The Gods to filence were compos d, and fate | 


With Revcrence, due to his Superior State. | 


Cancel your pious Cares; already he 
Has paid his Debt to Juſtice, and to me. 
Yet what his Crimes, and what my Judgments ? 

were, | 


Remains for me, rhus briefly to declare. 


The Clameours of this vile degenerate Age, 


The Cries of Orphans, and th' Oppreſlor's Rage 
Had 
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Had reach'd the Stars ; I will deſcend, faid I, 
In hope to prove this loud Complaint a Lye. 


Diſguis'd in Famane Shape, I Travell'd round 
The World, and more than what I hear'd, I found. 
O're Mznalus | took my ſteepy way, 

By Caverns infamous for Beaſts of Prey : 


| Then crofs'd C ydene, and the piny ſhade 


—_ 
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| More infamous, by Curſt Lycao made. 


Dark Night had cover'd Heav'n and Earth, before 
I enter'd his Unhoſpitable Door. 
Juſt at my entrance, I difplay'd the Sign 
nat ſomewhat was approaching of Divine. 
The proſtrate People pray ; the Tyrant grins; 
And, adding Prophanation to his Sins, 
Ill ery, faid he, and if a God appear 
To prove his Deity, ſhall coſt him dear. 


Twas lategthe Graceleſs Wretch, my Death prepares, 
b 


$ Vien I ſhou'd ſoundly Slcep, oppreſt with Cares: 


C 3 This 
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This dire Experiment, he choſe, to prove 

If I were Mortal, or undoubted Jove : 

But firſt he had refolv'd totaſte my Pow'r ; 

Not long before, but i: a luckleſs hour 

Some Legates, ſent from the Moloſſan State, 

Were on a peaceful Errant come to Treat: 

Of theſe he Murders one, he boils the Fleſh ; 

And lays the mangl'd Morſels in a Diſh : 

Some part he Roaſts; then ſerves it up, ſo dreſt, 

And bids me welcome to this Humane Feaſt. 

Mov'd with diſdain, the Table 1 o're-turn'd ; 

And with avenging Flames, the Palace burn'd. 

The Tyrant in a fright, for ſhelter, gains 

The Neighbring Fields, and fcours along the 
plains. 

Howling he fled, and fain he wou'd have fpoke ; 

Bur Humane Voice, his Brutal Tongue forſook. 


About 
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About his lips, the gather'd foam he churns, 
And, breathing ſlaughters, ſtill with rage he vn 
But on the bleating Flock, his fury turns. 

His Mantle, now his Hide, with rugged Lairs 
Cleaves to his back, a famiſh'd face he bears. 

His arms deicend, his ſhoulders fink away, 

To multiply his legs for chace ot Prey. 

He grows a Wolf, his huarinefſs remains, 

And the ſame rage in other Mcinbers reigns. 

His eyes ſtill ſparkle in a narr'wer ſpace: 


His jaws retain the grin, and violence of face. 


This was a ſingle ruine, but not one 
Deſerves ſo juſt a puniſhment alone. 
Mankind's a Monſter, and th Ungodiy times 
Confed'rate into guilt, arc ſworn to Crimes. 
All are alike involv'd in ill, and all 
Muſt by the fame relentlcts Fury fall 
C 4 Thus 
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Thus ended he; the greater Gods aſſent ; 
By Clamours urging his ſevere intent ; 
The leſs F'' up the cry for puniſhment. 

Yet ſtill with pity, they remember Man ; 

And mourn as much as Heav'aly Spirits can. 
They ask, when thoſe were loſt of humane birth, 
What he wou'd do with all this waſte of Earth: 
It his diſpeopl'd World, he would reſign 

To Beaſts, a mute, and more ignoble Line ; 
Negleted Aitars muſt no longer ſmoke, 


I! none were |cit ro worſhip and invoke. 


To whom the Father of the Gods reply'd, 


Lay that unneceffary fear aſide. c 
Mine be the care, new People to provie J 
1 will from wor:drous Principles ordain 


\ Race unlike the fir!t, and try my $kil! again. | 


Already 
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. Already had he tofs'd the flaming Brand ; 


And roll'd the Tunder in his ſpatious hand ; 


Preparing to diſcharge on Seas and Land: 


But ftopt, for fear thus violently driven, 


The Sparks ſhould catch his Axle-tree of Heav'n. 


Remembring in the Fates, a time when Fire 


Shou'd to the Battlements of Heav'n aſpire. 


Ard all his blazing Worlds above ſhou'd burn ; 


And all th inferiour Globe, to Cinders turn. 


His dire Artil'ry thus diſmiſt, he bent 


His thoughts to ſome ſecurer Puniſhment. 


Concludes to pour a Watry Deluge down; 


And what he durſt not burn, refolves to drown. 


The Northern breath. that freezes Floods, he binds : 


With all rhe race of Cloud-difpelling Winds : 


The South he loog' 4, ho Nipht and Horror brings; 


And Fogg 
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From his divided Beard, two Streams he pours, 
His head and rhumy eyes, diſtill in ſhowers. 
With Rain his Robe and heavy Mantle flow : 
And lazy miſts, are lowring on his brow ; 

Still as he ſwept along, with his clench't fiſt 
He ſqueez'd the Clouds,th' impriſon'd Clouds refit : 
The Skies from Pole to Pole, with peals rclound ; 


' And ſhow'rs inlarg'd, come pouring on the ground, 


Then, clad in Colours of a various dye, 
Junonian Tris, breeds a new ſupply ; 

To feed the Clouds: Impetuous Rain deſcends ; 
The bearded Corn, beneath the Burden bends: 
Defrauded Clowns, deplore their periſh'd grain ; 


And the long labours of the Year are vain. 


Nor from his Patrimonial Heav'n alone 


Is Fove content to pour his Vengeance down, 


Aid 
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Aid from his Brother of the Seas he craves ; 
To help him with Auxiliary Waves. 
The watry Tyrant calls his Brooks and Floods, 


Who rowl from moſſie Caves (their moiſt abodes;) 


And with perpetual Urns his Palace fill : 


To whom in breif, he thus imparts his Will. 
Small Exhortation needs ; your Pow'rs em- 


And this bad World, fo Fove requires, deſtroy. 
Let looſe the Reins, to all your watry Store : 


Bear down the Damms, and open every door. 


The Floods, by Nature Enemies to Land, 
And proudly ſwelling with their new Command, 
Remove the living Stones, that ſtopt their way, 


And guſhing from their Source, augment the Sea. 


Then 
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Then, with his Mace, their Monarch ſtruck the 
Ground : / 

With inward trembling, Earth receiv'd el 

And riſing ſtreams a ready paſſage a —_ 

Th' expanded Yaters gather on the Plain : 

They flate the Fields, and over-top the Grain ; 

Then ruſhing onwards, with a ſweepy ſway, 

Bear Flocks and Folds, and lab ring Hinds away. 

Nor ſafe their Dx.cilings were, for, ſap'd by Floods, 

Their Houſes fell upon their Houſchold Gods. 

The folid Piles, coo ſtrongly built to fall, 

High ore their Heads, behold a watry Wall : 


Now Scas and Earth were in confuſion loſt ; 


A World of Waters, and without a Coaſt. 


4 wits eto 


Oane climbs a Clift; one in his Boat is born ; 
And Ploughs above, where late he fow'd his Corn. 


Others 


| 
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Others ore Chimney tops and Turrets row, 

And drop their Anchors, cn the Meads below : 
Or downward driv'n,they bruiſe the tender Vine, 
Or toſt alofr, are knock't againſt a Pine. 

And where of late, the Kids had cropt the Grals, 
The Monſters of the deep, now take their place. 
Inſulting Nereids on the Ciries ride, 

And wondring Dolphins ore the Palace glide. 

On leaves and maſts of mighty Oaks they brouze ; 
And their broad Finns, entangle in the Boughs, 
The frighted Wolf,now ſwims amongſt the Sheep ; 
The yellow Lyon wanders in the deep : 

His rapid force, no longer helps the Boar : 

The Stnog ſwims faſter, than he ran Leſore. : 
The Fowls, long beating on their Wings in vain, 
Deſpair ot Land, and drop into the Main. 

Now Hills and Vales, no more diſtintion know ; 


And levell'd Nature, lies oppreſfs'd kclow. 
The 
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The moſt of Mortals periſh in the Flood : 
The ſmall remainder dies for want of Food. 


A Mountain of ſtupendous height there ſtands 
Betwixt th' Athenian and Beotian Lands, 
The bound of fruitfu! Fields, while Fields they were, 
But then a Field of Waters did appear : 
Parnaſſus is its name ; whoſe forky riſe 
Mounts through the Clouds, and mates the loſty 
High on the Summet of this dubious Cliff, (Shies 
Deucalion wafting, moor'd his little Skiff. 
He with his Wite were only left behind 
Of perith'd Man ; they two, were Humane Kind. 
The Mountain Nymphs and Themis they adore, 
And from her Oracles relief implore. 
The moſt upright of Mortal Men was he ; 


The moſt {incere and holy Woman, ſhe. 


When 
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When Jupiter, ſurveying Earth from high, 


Beheld it in a Lake of Water lie, 
That where fo many Millions lately liv'd, 
But two, the beſt of cither Sex furviv'd ; 


He loos'd the Northern Wind; fierce Boreas flies 
To puft away the Clouds and purge the Skies : 
Serenely, while he blows, the Vapours, driven, 
Diſcover Heav'n to Earth, and Earth to Heav'n. 
The Billows fall, while Neprane lays his Mace 
On the rough Seas, and ſmooths its furrow'd face. 
| Already Triton, at his call appears, 


Above the Waves ; a 7yrian Robe he wears ; 
And in his hand a crooked Trumpet bears. 


The Soveraign bids him peaceful ſounds inſpire; 


And give the Waves the ſignal to retire. 


His writhen Shell he takes; whoſe narrow vent 


Grows by degrees into a large extent, 


— 
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Then 
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Then gives it breath ;rhe blaſt, with doubling ſound, 
Runs the wide Circuit of the World around : 

The Sun firſt heard it, in his carly Eaſt, 

And met the rattling Eccho's in the Weſt. 

The Waters, liſtning to the Trumpets roar, 

Obey the Summons, and forſake the Shoar, 


A thin Circumference of Land appears ; 
And Earth, but not at once, her viſage rears 
And peeps upon the Seas from upper Grounds ; 
The Streams,but juſt contain'd within their bounds, 
By ſlow degrees into their Channels crawl : 
And Earth increaſes, as the Waters fall. 
In longer time the tops of Trees appear ; 
Which Mud on their. diſhonour'd Branches bear. 


At length the World was all reftor'd to view ; 
But deſolate, and of a ſickly hue : 


Nature 
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Nature beheld her ſclf, and ſtood aghaſt, 
A diſmal Deſart, and a ſilent waſte. 


— 


Which when Dexcalion, with a pitcous look 
Beheld, he wept, and thus to Py#rba ſpoke : 
Oh Wife, oh Siſter, oh of all thy kind 
The beſt and only Creature left behind, 
By Kindred, Love, and now by Dangers joyn'd, 
Of Multitudes, who breath'd the common Air, 
We two remain ; a Species in a pair: 
Tho reſt the Seas have ſwallow'd ; nor have we 
Ev'a of this wretched lite a certainty. 
The Clouds are till above ; and, while I ſpeak, 
A ſecond Deluge, o're our heads may break. 
Shou'd I be ſnatch'd from hence, and thou remain, 
Without relief, or Partner of thy pain, : 
How cou'd'ſt thou ſuch a wretched Life ſuſtain ? 


D Shou'd 
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Shou'd I be left, and thou be loſt, the Sea 

That bury'd her I lov'd, ſhou'd bury me. 

Oh cou'd our Father his old Arts inſpire, 

And make me Heir of his informing Fire, 

That fo I might aboliſhr Man retricve, 

And periſht People in new Souls might live. 

But Heav'n is pleas'd, nor ought we re complain, 
That we, th' Examples of Mankind, remain. 

He ſaid; the c:reful couple joyn their Tears ; 

And then invoke the Gods, with pious Prayers. 
Thus, in Devotion having cas'd their grief, 

From Sacred Oracles, they ſeek reliet. 

And to Cephyſus Brook, their way purſue : 

The Stream was troubl'd,but the Foord they knew ; 
With living Waters, in the Fountain bred, 

They ſprinkle firſt,their Garmenrs,and tention 
Then took the way, which to the Temple led. 


The 
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The Roofs were all defil'd with Moſs, and Mire, 
The Defart Altars, void of Solemn Fire. 

Before the Gradual, proſtrate they ador'd ; 

The Pavement kif'd, and thus the Saint implor'd. 


O Righteous Themis, if the Pow'rs above 
By Pray rs are bent to pity, and to love, 
If humane Miſeries can move their mind ; 
[f yer they can forgive; and yet be kind, 
Tell, how we may reſtore, by ſecond birth, 
Mankind, and People defolated Earth, 
Then thus the gracious Goddeſs, nodding, faid ; 
Depart, and with your Veſtments veil your head: 
And ſtooping lowly down, with looſn'd Zones, 
Throw each behind your backs, your mighty 

Mother's bones. 
Amaz'd the pair, and mute with wonder ſtand, 
Till Pyrrba firſt refus'd the dire command. 
D 2 Ford 
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Forbid it Heav'n, ſaid ſhe, that I ſhou'd tear 
Thoſe Holy Reliques from the Sepulchre: 


They ponder'd the myſterious words again, 

For ſome new ſence; and long they ſought in vain 3 
At length Dexcalion clear'd his cloudy brow, 

And faid, the dark AZnigma will allow 

A meaning, which if well I underſtand, 

From Sacriledge will free the Gods Command : 
This Earth our mighty Mother is, the Stones 

In her capacious Body, arc her Bones. 

Theſe we muſt caſt behind : with hope and fear 
The Woman did the new ſolution hear : 

The Man diffides in his own Augury, 

And doubts the Gods ; yet both reſolve to try. 
Deſcending from the Mount, they firſt unkind 
Their Velts,and veil'd, they caſt the Stones behind z 
The Stones (a Miracle to Mortal View, 


But long Tradition makes it pals for true,) 


Did 
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Did firſt the Rigour of their Kind expell, 

And, ſuppl'd into ſoftneſs, as they fell, 

Then ſwell'd,and ſwelling,by degrees grew warm ; 
And took the Rudiments of Humane Form. 
Imperfect ſhapes : in Marble ſuch are ſeen 

When the rude Chizzel does the Man begin ; 
While yet the roughneſs of the $roce remains, 
Without the riſing Muſcles, and the Veins. 
The fappy parts, and next reſembling juice, 
Were turn'd to moiſture, for the Bodies uſe: 
Supplying humours, blood, and nouriſhment; 
The reſt, (too ſolid to receive a bent; ) 
Converts to bones ; and what was once a vein 
Its former Name, and Nature did retain. 

By help of Pow'r Divine, in lictle ſpace 

What the Man threw, afſum'd a Manly face ; : 
And what the Wife, renew d the Female Race. 


D 3 Henc: 
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Hence we derive our Nature; born to bear 
Laborious life ; and harden'd into care, 


The reſt of Animals, from teeming Earth 
Produc'd, in various forms receiv'd their birth. 
The native moiſtnre, in its cloſe retreat, 
Digeſted by the Sun's Etherial heat, 

As in a kindly Womb, began to breed : 
Then (well'd, and quicken'd by the vital ſeed. 
And ſome in lefs, and ſome in longer ſpace, 


Were ripen'd into form, and took a ſeveral face. 
Thus when the Nile from Pharian Fields is fled, 

# nd ſeeks with Ebbing Tides, his ancient Bed, 
The far Manure, with Heav'nly Fire is warm'd ; 
And cruſted Creatures, as in Wombs are form'd ; 
Theſe,when they turn the Glebe,tlic Peaſants find ; 
Some rude ; and yet unfiniſh'd in their Kind : 


wy horr 
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Short of their Limbs, a lame imperfe& Birth ; 
One half alive ; and one of lifeleſs Earth. 


For heat and moiſture, when in Bodies joyn'd, 
The temper that reſults from either Kind 
Conception fnakes ; and fighting till chey mix, 
Their mingl'd Aroms in each other fix. 

Thus Nature's hand, the Genial.Bed prepares, 
With Friendly Diſcord, and with fruitul Wars. 


From hence the ſurface of the Ground, with Mud 
And Slime beſmear'd, (the fxces of the Flood) 
Receiv'd the Rays of Heav'n ; and ſucking in 
The Seeds of Heat, new Creatures did begin : 
Some were of ſev'ral forts produc'd before, 

Bur of new Monſters, Earth created more. 


D 4 Unwillingly 


z3 The THIRD PART 


Thee, Python too, the woncring World to fright, 
And the new Nations, with ſo dire a ſight : 

So monſtrous was his bulk, ſo large a ſpace 
Did his vaſt Body, and long Train embrace. 
Whom Phebus basking on a Bank eſfpy'd ; 

E're now the God his Arrows had not try'd 


Unwillingly, but yet ſhe broughe to light 


But on the trembling Deer, or Mountain Goat; 
At this new Quarry ; he prepares to ſhoot. 
Though every Shaft took place, he ſpent the Store 

L, Of his full Quiver ; and 'twas long before 
| | Th' expiring Serpent wallow'd in his Gore. 
| | Then, to preſcrve the Fame of ſuch a deed, 
For Python flain, he Pythian Games decreed. 
| Where Noble Youths for Maſterſhip ſhou'd ſtrive, 
Þ; To Quoit, toRun, and Steeds and Chariots drive ; 
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The Prize was Fame: In witgeſs of Renown 
An Oaken Garland did the Vitor crown. 
The Lawrel was not yet for Triumphs born; 
But every Green, alike by Phebus worn, 
Did with promiſcuous Grace, his flowing Locks 


dorn. 


The Transformation of Dfphne 
to a Lanvrel. 


The firſt and faireſt of his Loves, was ſhe - 
Whom not blind Fortune, but the dire decree 
Of angry Cupid forc'd him to defire : 

Daphne her name, and Penew was her Sire. 
Swell d with the Pride, that new Succeſs attends 
He ſees the Stripling, while his Bow he bends 
And thus inſults him ; thou laſcivious Boy, 


Are Arms like theſe, for Children to employ? 


Know 


| Due to my vigour, and unerring aim : 


40 The THIRD P ART 


Know ſuch atchivements are my proper claim ; 


Refiſtleſs are my Shafts, and Python late 

In ſuch a feather'd Death, has found his fate. 
Take up thy Torch, (and lay my Weapons by ) 
With that the feeble Souls of Lovers fry. 

To whom the Son of Yenxw thus reply, 
Phebus thy Shafts are ſure on all beſide, 

But mine on Phebw, mine the Fame ſhall be 


Of all thy Conqueſts, when I conquer thee. 


He ſaid, and ſoaring, ſwiſtly wing'd his flight : 
Nor ſtopt but on Parnaſſus airy height. 
Two dift'rent Shafts, he from his Quiver draws; 
One to repel deſire, and one to cauſe. 
One Shaft is pointed with refulgent Gold ; 
To bribe the Love, and make the Lover bold : 


One 
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One blunt, and tipt with Lead, whoſe baſe allay 
Provokes diſdain, and drives deſire away. 

The blunted bolt, againſt the Nymph he dreſt: 
But with the ſharp, transfixt ApeJo's Breaſt. 


Th' enamour'd Deity, purſues the Chace; - 
The ſcornful Damfel ſhuns his loath'd Embrace : 
In hunting Beaſts of Prey, her Youth employs ; 
And Phebe Rivals in her rural Joys. 

With naked Neck ſhe goes, and Shoulders bare ;. 
And with a Fillet binds her flowing Hair. 

By many Suitors ſought, ſhe mocks their pains, 
And till her vow'd Virginity maintains. 


Impaticnt of a Yoke, the name of Bride 

She ſhuns, and hates the Joys ſhe never try'd. 
On Wilds and Woods ſhe fixes her dofire : 

Nor knows what Youth and kindly Love inſpire. 


Her 


4% The THIRD PART 


— — 


Her Fatherhides her oft; thou ow'ſt, ſays he, 
A Husband to thy ſelf, a Son to me. 

She, ike a Crime, abhers the Nuptial Bed : 

She glows with bluſhes, and ſhe hangs her head. 
Then caſting round his Neck her tender Arms, 
Sooghs him with blandiſhments, and filial Charms : 
Give me, my Lord, ſhe faid, to live and die 

A ſpotleſs Maid, without the Marriage Tye. 
'Tis but a ſmall requeſt ; I beg no more 

Than what Diana's Father gave before. 

The good old Sire, was ſoftn'd to conſent ; 

But faid her Wiſh wou'd prove her Puniſhment: 
For ſo much Youth, and ſo much Beauty joyn'd 
Oppos'd the State, which her deſires deſign'd. 


Hopes what he ſeeks, with flattering fancies fed; 


The God of light, aſpiring to her Bed 
And is, by his own Oracles mil-led. 


An d 
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And as in empty Fields, the Stubble burns, 

Or nightly Travellers, when day returns, 

Their uſeleſs Torches, on dry Hedges throw, 
That catch the Flames, and kindle all the row, 

So burns the God, conſuming in deſire, 

And feeding in his Breaſt a fruitleſs Fire : 

Her well-turn'd Neck he view'd (her Neck was bare) 
And on her Shoulders her diſhevel'd Hair, 

Oh were it comb'd, faid he, with what a grace 
Wou'd every waving Curl, become her Face! 


He view'd her Eyes, like Heavenly Lamps that 
(thone, 


He view'd her Lips,too ſweet to view alone, 

Her taper Fingers, and her panting Breaſt ; 
He praiſes all he ſees, and for the reſt 
Believes the Beauties yet unſcen are beſt : 

Swilt as the Wind, the Damſel fled away, 

Nor did for theſe alluring Speeches ſtay : 


44 The THIRD PART 


Stay Nymph, he cry'd, I follow not a Foe. 
Thus from the Lyon, trips the trembling Doe; 
Thus from the Wolf the frightn'd Lamb removes, 
And, from purſuing Faulcons, fearful Doves, 
Thou ſhunn'ſt a God,and ſhunn'ſt aGod that loves. 

- Ah, leſt ſome thorn ſhou'd pierce thy tender foot, 
Or thou ſhou'd'ſt fall in flying my purſuit! 

To ſharp uneven ways thy ſteps decline; . 
Abate thy ſpeed, and I will bate of mine. 

Yet think from whom thou doſt ſo raſhly fly ; 
Nor baſely born, nor Shepherd's Swain am I. 
Perhaps thou know'ſt not my Superior State ; 
And, from that ignorance, proceeds thy hate. 
Me Claros, Delphos, Tenedos obey, 

Theſe Hands the Patareian Scepter ſway. 

The King of Gods begot me : What ſhall be, 

Or is, or ever was, in Fate, I ſce. 
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Mine is th' invention of the charming Lyre ; 
Sweet notes, and Heav'nly numbers I inſpire. 
Sure is my Bow, unerring is my Dart ; 

But ah more dead]y his, who pierc'd my Heart. 
Med'cine is mine ; what Herbs and Simples grow ' 
In Fields and Forreſts, all their pow'rs 1 know ; 
And am the great Phyſician call'd, below. 
Alas that Fields and Forreſts can afford 

No Remedies to heal their Love-ſick Lord! 
To cure the pains of Love, no Plant avails : 
And his own Phbyſick; the Phyſician fails. 


She heard nor half; fo furiouſly ſhe flies; 
And on her Ear, th' imperfe& accent dies. 
Fear gave her Wings ; and as ſhe fled, the wind 
locreaſing, ſpread her flowing Hair behind : 
And left her Legs and Thighs expos'd to view; 
Which made the God more eager to purſue. 


. 
The 
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The God was young, and was too hotly bent 
To loſe his time in empty Compliment. 

But led by Love, and fird with ſuch a ſight, 
Impetuouſly purſu'd his near delight. 


As when th' impatient Greyhound lipt from far, 
Bounds o're the Glebe to courſe the fearful Hare, 
She in her ſpeed, does all her ſafety lay ; 

And he with couble ſpeed purſues the Prey 
Ore-runs her at the fitting turn, and licks 

His Chaps in vain, and blows upon the Flix, 
She ſcapes, and for the neighb'ring Covert ſtrives, 
And gaining ſhelter, doubts if yet ſhe lives: 

Tf little things with great we may compare, 
Such was the God, and ſuch the flying Fair. 
She urg'd by fear, her feet did ſwiftly move; 

But he more ſwiſtly, who was urg'd by Love. 


He 
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He gathers ground upon her in the chace : 


Now breaths upon her Hair, with nearer pace ; 
And juſt is faſt'ning on the wiſh'd Embrace. 

The Nymph grew pale, and in a mortal fright, 
Spent with the labour of fo long a flight : 

And now deſpairing, caſt a monrnſul look 
Upon the Streams of her Paternal Brook : 

Oh help, ſhe cry'd, in this extreameſt need, 

If Water Gods are Deities indeed : 

Gape Earth, and this unhappy Wretch intomb ; 
Or change my form,whence all my ſorrows come: 
Scarce had ſhe finiſh d, when her Feet ſhe found 
Benumm'd with cold, and faſten'd to the Ground : 
A filmy rind about her Body grows; 

Her Hair to Leaves, her Arms extend to Boughs : 
The Nympli is all into a Lawrel gone : 


The ſmoothneſs of her Skin, remains alone. 


1A 
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Yet Phebu loves her ſtill, and caſting round 
Her Bole, his Arms, ſome little warmth he found. 
The Tree ſtill panted in th' unfiniſh'd part : 

Not wholly vegetive, and heav'd her Heart. 
He fixt his Lips upon the trembling Rind ; 

It ſwerv'd aſide, and his Embrace declin'd. 

To whom the God, becauſe thou can't not be 
My Miſtreſs, 1 c(pouſe thee for my Tree : 

Be thou the prize of Honour and Renown ; 
The deathleſs Poet, and the Poem crown, 
Thou ſhalt the Roman Feſtivals adorn, 

And, after Poets, be by Victors worn. 

Thou ſhalt returning Ceſar s Triumph grace z 
When Pomps ſhall in a long Proceſſion paſs. 
Wreath'd on the Poſts before his Palace wait ; 
And be the facred Guardian of the Gate. 
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Unfading as th' immortal Pow'rs above : 
And as the locks of Phebus are unſhorn, 


Secure from Thunder, and unharm'd by Jeve, 


So ſhall perpetual green thy Boughs adorn. 
The grateful Tree was pleas'd with what he ſed; 
And ſhook the ſhady Honours of her Head. 


The Transformation of TO 
into a Heyfar, 


An ancient Forreſt in 7heſſalia grows ; 


Which 7empe's pleaſing Valley does incloſe : 
Through this the rapid Penens takes his courſe ; 


From Pindus rowling with impetuous force : 


Miſts from the Rivers mighty fall ariſe ; 


And deadly damps incloſe the cloudy Skies : 


Perpetual Fogs are hanging o're the Wood; 


E 2 


And —_y of Waters deaf the Neighbourhood. 
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Deep, in a Rocky wow, he makes abode: 
(A Manſion proper for a mourning God. ) 
Here he gives Audience ; iſſuing out Decrees 
To Rivers, his dependant Deities. 

Oa this occaſion hither they reſort ; 

To pay their homage and to make their Court. 
All dovbtful, whether to congratulate 

His D-ughter's Honour, or lament her Fate. 
Spercheus, crown'd with Poplar, firſt appears ; 
Then old Apidanus came crown'd with years: 
Enipeus turbulent, Amphriſos tame ; 


And as, laſt with lagging Waters came. 


Then, of his Kindred Brooks, a numerous throng, 
Condole his loſs ; and bring their Urns along, 


Not one was wanting of the watry Train, 


That fiil'd his Flood, or mingl'd with the Main : 
But Izachus, who in his Cave, alone, 


Wept not anothers loſſcs, but his own. 


—_ 


of MISCELLANT POEMS. «51 


For his dear /s, whether ſtray'd, or dead, 
To him uncertain, doubtful tears he ſhed. 
He ſought her through the World;but ſought in vain, 
And no where finding, rather fear'd her ſlain. 


Her, juſt returning from her Father's Brook, 
Fove had beheld, with a deſiring look : 
And oh fair Daughter of the Flood, he fed, - 
Worthy alone of Jove's Imperial Bed ; 
Happy whoever ſhall thoſe Charms poſleſs ; 
The King of Gods, nor is thy Lover lefs, 
Invites thee to yon cooler Shades ; to ſhun 
The ſcorching Rays of the Meridian Sun. 
Nor ſhalt thou tempt che dangers of the Grove 
Alone, without a Guide ; thy Guide is Fove. 
No puny Pow'r, but he whoſe high Command 
Is vnconfin'd, who rules the Seas and Land ; 
And tempers Thunder in his awful hand. ; 
E 3 Oh 
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Oh fly not ; (for ſhe fled from his Embrace,) 
Ore Lerna's Paſtures, he purſu'd the Chace: 
Along the Shades of the Lyraeas Plain; 

At length the God, who never asks in vain, 


Involv'd with Vapours, imitating Night, 

Both Air and Earth ;and then ſupprefs'd her flight 

And mingling force with Love enjoy'd the full 
delight. 


Mean time the jealous Juno, from on high, 
Survey 'd the fruitful Fields of Arcady : 
And wonder'd that the miſt ſhou'd over-run 
The face of Day-light, and obſcure the Sun. 


; No Natral cauſe the found, from Brooks, or Bogy, 


Or marſhy Lowlands, to produce the Fogs : 
Then round the Skies ſhe ſought for Jupiter ; 
Her faithleſs Husband ; but no Jove was there: 


SuſpeRiog 
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SuſpeRting now the worſt, or I, ſhe faid, 
Am much miſtaken, or am much betray 'd. 
With fury ſhe precipitates her flight : 
Diſpels the ſhadows of diſſembled Night ; 
And to the day reſtores his native light. 

Th' Almighty Leacher, carcful to prevent 
The conſequence, foreſceing her deſcent, 
Transforms his Miſtreſs in a trice; and now 
In o's place appears a lovely Cow. 

So ſlick her skin, fo faultleſs was her make, 
Ev'n Juno did unwilling pleaſure take 

To ſce fo fair a Rival of her Love; 


And what ſhe was, and whence, enquir'd of Jove: 
Of what fair Herd, and from what Pedigree 2 
The God, half caught, was forc'd upon a lye: 

And ſaid ſhe ſprung from Earth; ſhe took the word, - 
And begg'd the beauteous Heyfar of her Lord. 
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What ſhould he do, 'twas equal ſhame to Jove 
Or to relinquiſh, or betray his Love: 

Yet to refuſe fo ſlight a Giſt, wou'd be 

But more t increaſe his Conſort's Jealouſie : 
Thus fear and love, by turns his heart aſlail'd ; 
And ſtronger love had ſure, at length prevail'd: 
But ſome faint hope remain'd, his jealous Queen 
Had not the Miſtreſs through the Heyfar ſeen. 
The cautious Goddeſs, of her Gift poſſeſt, 

Yet harbour'd anxious thoughts within her breaſt ; 
As ſhe who knew the falſhood of her Fove ; 

And juſtly fear'd ſome new relapſe of Love. 


Which to prevent, and to ſecure her care, 


To truſty Argw, ſhe commits the Fair. 


"The head of Argas (as with Stars the Skies) 


Was compals'd round, and wore an hundred eyes. 


Bur 
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But two by turns their lids in ſlumber ſteep ; 
The reſt on duty ſtill their ſtation keep ; 


Nor cou'd the total Conſtellation ſleep. 


Thus, ever preſent, to his eyes and mind, 

His Charge was ſtill before him, tho' behind. 

In Fields he ſuffer'd her to feed by Day, 

But when the ſetting Sun, to Night gave way, 
The Captive Cow he fummon'd with a call ; 

And drove her back, and ty'd her to the Stall. 

On Leaves of Trees, and bitter Herbs ſhe fed, 
Heav'n was her Canopy, bare Earth her Bed: 

So hardly lodg'd, and to digeſt her Food, 

She drank from troubl'd Streams, defil'd with Mud, 
Her woeful Story, fain ſhe wou'd have told 

With hands upheld, but had no hands to hold. 

Her head to her ungentle Keeper bow'd, 

She trove to ſpeak, ſhe ſpoke not, but ſhe low'd : 


Afirighted 
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Affrighted with the noiſe, ſhe look'd around, 
And feem'd t' inquire the Author of the found. 


Once on the Banks where often ſhe had play'd, 
(Her Father's Banks) ſhe came, and there ſurvey'd 
Her alter'd viſage, and her branching head ; 

And ſtarting, from her ſelf ſh: wou'd have fled, 
Her fellow Nymphs, familiar to her eyes, 

Beheld, but knew her not in this diſguiſe. 

Ev'n Inachus himſelf was ignorant ; 

And in his Daughter, did his Daughter want. 

She follow'd where her Fellows went, as ſhe 
Were ſtill a Partner of the Company : 

They ſtroke her Neck, the gentle Heyfar ſtands, 
And her Neck offers to their ſtroaking Hands. 

Her Father gave her Graſs; the: Graſs ſhe took ; l 
And lick'd his Palms, and caſt a piteous look; 7 
And in the language of her eyes, ſhe ſpoke. 


She 


of MISCELLANY POEMS. 55 


She wou'd have told her name, and ask't relief, 
But wanting words, in tears ſhe tells her grief. 
Which, with her foot ſhe makes him underſtand; 
And prints the name of /o in the Sand. 


Ah wretched me, her mournful Father cry'd, ' 
She, with a ſigh, to wretched me reply'd ; 
About her Milk-white neck, his arms he threw ; 
And wept, and then theſe tender words enſue. 
And art thou ſhe, whom I have ſought around 
The World, and have at length ſo ſadly found ? 
So found is worſe than loſt : with mutual words 
Thou anſwer'ſt not, no voice thy tongue affords: 
But ſighs are deeply drawn from out thy breaſt ; 
And ſpeech deny'd, by lowing is expreſs'd. 
Unknowing I, prepar'd thy Bridal Bed; 
With empty hopes of happy Iſſue fed. 


%S - - - -« -- -.  & 
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But now the Husband of a Herd muſt be 
Thy Mate, and bell'wing Sons thy Progeny. 
Oh, were mortal, Death might bring relicf ; 


But now my God-head, but extends my grief: 


Prolongs my woes, of which no end I fee, 


And makes me curſe my Immortality! 

More had he ſaid, but, fearful of her ſtay, 
The Starry Guardian drove his Charge away, 
To ſome freſh Paſture ; on a hilly height 

He fate himſelf, and kept her Mill in Gght. 


The Eyes of Argus Transform'd into 


a Peacock's Train. 


Now Jove no longer cou'd-her ſuff rings bear ; 
But call'd in haſte his airy Meſſenger, 
The Son of Maya, with ſevere decree 
To kill the Keeper, and to ſet her free. 
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With all his Harneſs ſoon the God was ſped, 
His flying Hat was faſtned on his Head, 
Wings on his Heels were hung, and in his Hand, 


He holds the Virtue of the Snaky Wand. 

The liquid Air, his moving Pinions wound, 
And, in a moment, ſhoot him on the ground, 
Before he came in ſight, the crafty God 

His Wings diſmiſs'd, but ſtill retain'd his Rod : 
That Sleep procuring Wand, wiſe Z/ermes took, 
But made it ſeem to ſight, a Shepherd's Hook. 
With this, he did a Herd of Goats controul ; 
Which by the way he met, and lily ſtole. 

Clad like a Country Swain, he Pipd and Sung; 
And playing drove his jolly Troop along. 


With pleaſure, 4rgw the Muſician heeds ; 
But wonders much at thoſe new vocal Reeds. 


And 
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And whoſoe're thou art, my Friend, faid he, 
Up hither drive thy Goats, and play by me: 
This Hill has browz for them, and ſhade for thee ; 
The God, who was with caſe induc'd to climb, 
Began Diſcourſe to paſs away the time ; 

And ſtill betwixt, his Tuneful Pipe he plyes ; 
And watch'd his Hour, to cloſe the Keeper's Eyes. 
With much ado, he partly kept awake ; 

Not fuff ring all his Eyes repoſe to take: 

And ask'd the Stranger, who did Reeds invent, 
And whence began fo rare an Inſtrument? 


The Transformation of Syrinx 
ito Reeds. 


Then Hermes thus ; 8 Nymph of late there was, 
Whoſe Heav'nly Form, her Fellows did ſarpaſs. 


The 
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The Pride and Joy of Fair Arcadia's plains, 

Belov'd by Deities, Ador'd by Swains : 

Syrine her Name, by Sylvaxs oft purſu'd, 

As oft ſhe did the Luſtful Gods delude-: 

The Rural, and the Woodland Pow'rs diſdain'd ; 

With Cynthia Hunted, and her Rites maintain'd : 

Like Phebe clad, even Phete's ſelf ſhe ſeems, 

So Tall, ſo Streight, ſuch well proportion 'd Limbs : 

The niceſt Eye did no diſtintion know, 

But that the Goddeſs bore a Golden Bow, 

Diſtinguiſh'd thus, the fight ſhe cheated too. : 

Deſcending from Lycew, Pax admires 

The Matchleſs Nymph, and burns with new De. 
fires. 

A Crown of Pine, upon his Head he wore; 

And thus began her pity to implore. 

But c&'re he thus began, ſhe took her flight 

So ſwift, ſhe was already out of ſight. 


.- Nor 
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Nor ſtay'd to hear the Courtſhip of the God ; 
But bent her courſe to Ladow's gentle Flood : 
There by the River ſtopt, and tyr'd before ; 
Relief from water Nymphs her Pray'rs implore. 


Now while the Luſtful God, with ſpeedy pace, 
Juſt chought toſtrain her in a ſtrit Embrace, 
He fill'd his Arms with Reeds, new riſing on the 

place. 

And while he ſighs, his ill-ſucceſs to find, © 
The tender Canes were ſhaken by the wind : 
And breath'd a mournful Air, unhear'd before ; 
That much ſurprizing Pan; yet pleas'd him more. 
Admiring this new Muſick, thou, he fed 
Who can'ſt not be the Partner of my Bed, 
At leaſt ſhalt be the Conſort of my Mind - 
And often, often to my Lips be joyn'd. 
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He form'd the Reeds, proportion'd as they are, 
Unequal in their length, and wax'd with Care, 
They till retain the Name of his Ungrateful Fair. 


While Hermes pip'd and ſung, and told his tale, 
The Keeper's winking Eyes began to fail ; 
And drowfie ſlumber, on the lids to creep, 
Till all the Watchman was, at length, aſleep. 
Then ſoon the God, his Voice and Song ſupprelt ; 
And with his pow'rful Rod, confirm'd his reſt : 
Without delay his crooked Faulchion, drew, 
And at one fatal ſtroak, the Keeper flew. 
Down from the Rock, fell the diſſever'd head, 
Opening its Eyes in Death ; and falling bled: 
And mark'd the paſſige with a crimſon trail 
Thus Argus lies in pieces cold and pale : 
And all his hundred Eyes, with all their light, 
Are clos'd at once, in one perpetual night. 

FE Theſe 
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Theſe Juno takes,* that they no more may fail, 
- And ſpreads them in her Peacock's gaudy tail. 


Impatient to revenge her injur'd Bed 
She wreaks her anger, on her Rival's head ; 
With furies frights her, from her Native Home ; 
And drives her gadding, round the World to roam. 


Nor ceas'd her madneſs and her flight, before 
She touch'd the limits of the Pharian Shore. 


At length, arriving on the Banks of Nile, 
Weary d with length of ways, and worn with toil, 
She laid her down; and leaning on her Knees, 
Invokd the Cauſe of all her Miſerics : 

And caſt her languiſhing regards above 

For help from Heav'n and her ungrateful Jove. 
She ſigh'd, the wept, ſhe low'd, 'twas ail ſhe cou'd ; 
And with unkindneſs ſeem'd to tax the God. 


Laſt 
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Laſt, with an humble Pray'r, ſhe beggd Repoſe, 
Or Death at leaſt, to finiſh all her Woes. 

Jove heard her Vows, and with a flatt'ring look, 
In her behalf, to jealous Juno ſpoke. 

He caſt his Arms about her Neck, and fed, 

Dame reſt ſecure ; no more thy Nuptial Bed 
This Nymph ſhall violate ; by Styx I ſwear, 
And every Oath that binds the Thunderer. 

The Goddeſs was appeasd; and at the word 

Was Io to her former ſhape reſtor'd. 

The rugged Hair began to fall away ; 

The ſweetneſs of her Eyes did only ſtay; 

Tho' not ſo large ; her crooked Horns decreaſe ; ; 
The wideneſs of her Jaws and Noſtrils ceaſe : 

Her Hoofs to Hands return, in little ſpace : 

The five long taper Fingers take their place. 

And nothing of the Heyfar now is ſeen, . 
Beſide the native whiteneſs of the Skin. 


F 2 Ereted 
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EreQted on her Feet ſhe walks again ; 
And Two the duty of the Four ſuſtain. 


She tries kc: Tongue; her filence ſoftly breaks, 
And fears her former lowings when ſhe ſpeaks : 
A Goddeſs now, through all th Egyptian State: 
And ferv'd by Prieſts, who in white Linnen wait. 


Her Son was Epaphus, at length beliey'd 
The Son of Jove, and as a God receiv'd : 
With Sacrifice ador'd, and publick Pray rs, 
He common Temples with his Mother ſhares. 
Equal in years and Rival in Renown 
With Epaphus, the youthful Phaeton : 
Like Honour claims; and boaſts his Sire the Sun. 
His havghty Leoks, and his aſſuming Air 
The Son of 7#; cou'd no longer bear : 
Thou tak'ſt thy Mother's word, too "* laid he, 
And haſt uſurp'd thy boaſted Pedigree. 


Go 


of MISCELL dT POEMS. 67 


—, 


Go baſe Pretender to a borrow'd Name. , 
Thus tax'd, he bluſh'd with anger, and with ſhame ; 
But ſhame repre(s'd his Rage : the daunted Youth 
Soon ſeeks his Mother, and enquires the truth: 
Mother, faid he, this Infamy was thrown 

By Epaphus on you, and me your Son. 

He ſpoke in publick, told it tro my face; 

Nor durſt I vindicate the dire diſgrace: 

Even I, the bold, the ſenſible of wrong, 

- Reſtrain'd by ſhame, was forc'd to hold my Tongue. 
To hear an open Slander is a Curſe; 

But not to find an Anſwer, is a worle. 

If I am Heav'n-begot, aſſert your Son 

By ſomne fare Sign : and make my Father = 


Toright my. Honour, and redeem your own. 


He faid, and ſaying calt his arms about 
Her Neck, and begg'd her to refolve the Doubr. * 


F 8 'Tis 


—_ _———— 
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. Tis hard to judge if Climens were mov'd 


” Tm a wm ._ wean ca _— — 


More by his Pray'r, whom ſhe fo dearly lov'd, 
Or more with fury fir'd, to find her Name 
Traduc'd, and made the ſport of common Fame. 
She ſtretch'd her Arms to Heav'n,and fix'd her Eyey 
On that fair Planet, that adorns the Skies ; 

Now by thoſe Beams, faid ſhe, whoſe holy Fires 
Conſume my Breaſt, and kindle my deſires ; 


— — = _— a 


By him, who ſees us both, and chears our ſight, 
By him the publick Miniſter of light, 

I ſwear that S begot thee ; if 1 lye 

Ler him his cheartul Influence deny : 

Let him no more this perjur d Creature ſee ; ; 
And ſhine on all the World, but only me : 

If ſtill you doubt your Mother s Innocence, 


His Eaſtern Manſion is not far from heeroe, 


_ 


of MISCELLANT POEMS. 6g 


With little pains, you to his Leve go, 

And from himſelf, your Parentage may know. 
With joy, th' ambitious Youth, his Mother heard, 
And cager, for the Journey ſoon prepar. x 
He longs the World beneath him to ſurvey; 

To guide the Chariot ; and to give the day. 
From Meroe's burning Sands, he bends his courſe, 
Nor leſs in Zadia, feels his Father's force : 

His Travel urging, till he came in fight ; 

And ſaw the Palace by the Purple light. 


OCD AE - —— CO {CO —_ CRC —_— _ 
— — 


The End of the Firſt Book of Ovid's 
Met amorpho/es. 


The THIRD PART 


THE FABLE 


OF 


IPHIS and TJANTHE, 


From the 
Ninth Book of the Metamorphoſes. 
Engliſh'd by Mr. Dryden. 


HE Fame of this, perhaps, through Crete had 
I flown : 

But Crete had newer Wonders of her own, 

In 7phis chang'd : For, near the Gnoſſian bounds, 

(As loud Report the Miracle reſounds) 
At FPhaeſtus dwelt a man of honeſt blood : 
Gut mcanly born, and not fo rich as good; 
Eſteem'd and loy'd by all the Neighbourhood. 


Who 
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Who to his Wife, before the time aſſign'd 

For Child-birth came ; thus bluntly ſpoke his mind. 
If Heav'n, faid Lygdw, will vouchfafe to hear ; 
I have but two Petitions to prefer : 
Short pains for thee; for me a Son and Heir. 

Girls coſt as many throws, in bringing forth : 
Beſides when born, the Titts are little worth. : 
Weak puling things, unable to ſuſtain 

Their ſhare of Labour, and their Bread to gain. 
If, therefore, thou a Creature ſhalt produce 

Of fo great Charges, and fo little Uſe, 

(Bear witneſs Heav'n, with what reluQtancy,) 
Her hapleſs Innocence I doom to dye. 

He faid, and tears the common grief diſplay 

Of him who bade, and her who muſt obey. 


Yet Telethuſa ſtill perſiſts to find, 
Fit Arguments to move a Father's mind: 
T' extend 
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T extend his Wiſhes to a larger ſcope ; 

And in one Veſſel not confine his hope. 

Lygdus continues hard : her time drew near, 
And ſh- her heavy toad cou'd ſcarcely bear: 
When flambring, in the latter ſhades of Night, 
Before th' approaches of returning light, 

She ſaw, or thought ſhe ſaw, before her Bed 

A glorious Train, and fs at their head : 

Her Moony Horas were on her Forchead plac'd, 
And yellow Sheaves her ſhining Temples grac'd : 
A Mitre, for a Crown, ſhe wore on high : 

The Dog and dappl'd Bull were waiting by ; 
Ofyris, ſought along the Banks of Nile; 

The ſilent God ; the ſacred Crocodile : 

And, laſt, a long proceſſion moving on, 

With Timbrels, that aſſiſt the lab'ring Moon. 
Her flumbers ſcem'd diſpell'd, and, broad awake, 


She heard a Voice, that thus diſtintly ſpake. 
My 
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My Votary, thy Babe from Dcath defend ; 

Nor fear to fave whate're the Gods will fend. 
Delude with Art, thy Husband's dirc Decree ; 
When danger calls, repoſe thy truſt on me : 
And know thou haſt not ſerv 'd a thanklefs Deity. 
This Promiſe made; with Night the Goddebs {cd : 
With joy the Woman wakes, and leaves her Bed : 
Devourly lifts her ſpotleſs hands on high ; 

And prays the Pow'rs, their Gift to ratifie. 


Now grinding pains proceed to bearing throws, 
Till its own weight the burden did diſcloſe. 
'Twasof the beautcous Kind: and brought to light 
With fecrefie, to ſhun the Father's ſight. 

Th' indulgent Mother did her Carc employ ; 
And pafs'd it on her Husband for a Boy. 
The Nurſe was conſcious of the Fact alone : 
The Father paid his Vows, as for a Son. 
And 
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And call'd him phis, by a common Name 
Which either Sex, with equal right may claim. 
Ipbis, his Grandfire was ; the Wite was pleas'd, 
Of half the fraud, by Fortune's favour cas'd: 
The doubtful Name was us'd without deceit, 
And Truth was cover'd with a pious Cheat. 
The Habit ſhew d a Boy, the beauteous Face 
With manly fierceneſs mingl'd Female grace. 


When the fond Father thought the time drew on 
Of ſettling in the World, his only Son, 


Tanthe was his choice ; fo wondrous fair 


Now thirteen years of Age were ſwiftly run, . 


Her Form alone with Tphis cou'd compare ; 
A Neighbour's Daughter of his own Degree ; 
And not more bleſt with Fortunes Goods than he. 


They 
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They ſoon eſpous'd;for they with caſe were joyn'd, 

Who were before Contracted in the Mind. 
Their Age the ſame, their Inclitions too: 

And bred togerher, in one School they grew. 
Thus, fatally diſpos'd to mutual fires, 

They felt, before they knew, the ſame deſires. 
Equal their flame, unequal was their care ; 

One lov'd with Hope, one languiſh'd in Deſpair. 
The Maid accus'd the ling'ring days alone : 

For whom ſhe thought a man,ſhe thought her own. 
But Iphis bends beneath a greater grief ; 

As fiercely burns, but hopes for no relief. 

Ev'n her Deſpair, adds fuel to her fire; 

A Maid with madneſs docs a Maid deſire. 


And, ſcarce refraining tears, alas, faid ſhe, 


What iſſue of my love remains for me! 


mn 
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How wild a Paſſion works within my Breaſt, 

With what prodigious Flames am l poll: ! 

Cou'd I the Care of Providence deferve, 

Heav'n muſt deſtroy me, if it wou'd preſerve. 

And that's my Fate ; or ſure it wou'd have ſent 

Some uſual Evil for my puniſhment: 

Not this unkindly Curſe ; to rage and burn 

Where Nature ſhews no proſpe@ of return. 

Nor Cows for Cows conſume with fruitleſs fire, 

Nor Mares when hot, their fellow Mares defire : 

The Father of the Fold ſupplies his Ewes ; 

The Stag through ſecret Woods his Hind od 

And Birds for Mates, the Males of their = 
Species chuſe. 


: 


: 


Her Females Nature guards from Female flame, 
And joyns two Sexes to preſerve the Game : 


Wou'd | were nothing, or not what I am! 


Crete 


= = © © £@ 
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Crete fam'd for Monſters wanted of her Store; 
Till my new Love produc'd one Monſter more. 
The Daughter of the Sun « Bull defir'd, 
And yet ev'n then, a Male, a Female fird: 
Her paſſion was extravagantly new ; 
But mine is much the madder of the two. 
To things impoſſible ſhe was not bent ; 
But found the Means to compaſs her Intent. 
To cheat his Eyes, ſhe took a different ſhape : 
Yet ſtill ſhe gaind a Lover, and a leap. 
Shou'd all the Wit of all the World conſpire, 
Shou'd Dedalw aſliſt my wild deſire, 
What Art can make me able to enjoy, 
Or what can change Zanthe to a Boy ? 
Extinguiſh then thy paſſion, hopeleſs Maid, 
And recolle& thy Reaſon for thy aid. 
Know what thou art, and love as Maidens ought ; 
And drive theſe Golden Wiſhes from thy thought. 
Thou 


: 
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Thou canſt not hope thy fond deſires to gainz..—” 
Where Hope is wanting, Wiſhes are in vain. 


Py 


s 
And yet no Guards, againſt our Joys conſpire ; 
No jealous Husband, hinders our deſire : 
| My Parents are propitious to my Wiſh 
And ſhe her ſelf conſenting to the bliſs. 
All things concur, to proſper our Deſign : 
All things to proſper any Love but mine. 
And yet I never can enjoy the Fair : 
'Tis paſt the Pow'r of Heav'a to grant my Pray'r. 
Heav'n has been kind, as far as Heav'n can be; 
Our Parents with our own defires agree, 
But Nature, ſtronger than the Gods above, 
Refuſes her aſſiſtance to my love. 
She ſers the Bar, that cauſes all my pain: 


One Gift refus'd, makes all their Bounty vain. | 


And 
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And now the happy day is juſt at hand, 

To bind our Hearts in Z{ymen's Holy Band : 
Our Hearts, but not our Bodies : thus, accurs'd, 
In midſt of water, I complain of thirſt. 

Why com'ſt thou, Juzo, to theſe barren Rites, 
To bleſs a Bed, defrauded of delights ? 

Or why ſhou'd Zymes lift his Torch on high, 
To ſee two Brides in cold Embraces lye 2 


Thus love-ſick {phis her vain Paſſion mourns : 
With equal ardour fair /anthe burns: | 
Invoking Hymen's Name and Juno's Pow'r 
To ſpeed the work, and haſte the happy hour. 


She hopes, while Telethuſa fears the day ; 
And ſtrives to interpoſe ſome new delay : 
Now feigns a ſickneſs, now is in a fright 
For this bad Omen, or that boding ſight. 
G Bur 
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But having done whate're ſhe cou'd devile, 
And empty'd all her Magazine of lies, 

The time approach'd: the next enſuing day 
The Fatal Secret muſt ro light betray. 

Then Telethu/a had recourſe to Pray'r, 

She and her Daughter with diſhevell'd hair : 
Trembling with fear, great /#s they ador'd; 
Embrac'd her Altar, and her aid implor'd. 


Fair Queen, whodoſt on fruitful Egypr ſmile, 
Who ſway'ſt the Sceptre of the Pharias Iſle, 
And ſev'n-fold falls of diſimbogueing Nile ; 
Relieve, in this our laſt diſtreſs, ſhe fGaid, 

A ſuppliant Mother, and a mournful Maid. 

Thou Goddeſs, thou wert preſent to my fight ; 
Reveal'd I faw thee, by thy own fair light : | 
I ſaw thee in my Dream, as now I fee 
With all thy marks of awful Majeſty : 


my 
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The Glorious Tran, that compaſs'd thee around ; 
And heard the hollow Timbrels holy found. 
Thy Words I noted, which I fill retain ; 

Let not thy Sacred Oracles be vain. 

That 7phis lives, that I my felf am free 

From ſhame and puniſhment, I owe to thee. 
On thy ProteRion, all our hopes depend: 
Thy Counſel @v'd us, let thy Pow'r defend. 


Her tears purſu'd her words ; and while ſhe ſpoke 
The Goddeſs nodded, and her Altar ſhook: 
The Temple doors, as with a blaſt of wind, 
Were heard to clap; the Lunar Horns that bind 
The brows of [fir, caſt a blaze around; - | 
The trembling Timbrel, made a murm'ring ſound, 


Some hopes theſe happy Omens did impart; 
Forth went the Mother with « beating Heart : 
G 2 Not 


82 The THIRD PART 


© —_— 


_ Not much in fear, nor fully aariki'd; 

But 7phu follow'd with a larger ſtride : 

The whiteneſs of her Skin forſook her Face ; 

Her looks emboldn'd, with an awful Grace ; 

Her Features and her Strength together grew ; 

And her long Hair, to curling Locks withdrew. 

Her ſparkling Eyes, with Manly Vigour ſhone, 

Big was her Voice, Audacious was her Tone. 

The latent Parts, at length reveal'd, began 

To ſhoot, and ſpread, and burniſh into Man. 

The Maid becomes a Youth ; no more delay | 
Your Vows, but look, and confidently pay. | 
Their Gifts, the Parents to the Temple bear : 

The Votive Tables, this Inſcription wear ; 

Tphis the Man, has to the Goddeſs paid, 

The Vows that /phis offer'd, when a Maid. 


Now, 
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* Now, when the Star of Day had ſhewa his face, 
V'enus and Juno with their Preſence grace 
The Nuptial Rites, and Z7ymes trom above 
Deſcending to compleat their happy Love: 
The Gods of Marriage, lend their mutual aid ; 
And the warm Youth enjoys the lovely Maid. 
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THE FABLE 


OF 


SES C IS 
 POLYPHEMUS, 


AND 


From the 
Thirteenth Book of the Metamorphoſes, 
By Mr. D RTIDEN. 
GALATEA relates the Story. 
CIs, the: Lovely Youth, whoſe loſs I mourn, 


A 


From Faunus and the Ny mph Symethu born, 'n 
V/2s both his Parents pleaſure: but, to me | 


Was all that Love cou'd make a Lover be. 
The 
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The Gods our Minds in mutual Bands did joyn ; 

I was his only Joy, as he was mine. 

Now ſixteen Summers the ſweet Youth had feen; 

And doubtful Down, began to ſhade his Chin : 

When Polyphemaes firſt diſturb'd our Joy ; 

And lov'd me fiercely, as I lov'd the Boy. 

Ask not which paſſion in my Soul was hight, 

My laſt Averſion, or my firſt Deſire: 

Nor this the greater was, nor that the leſs: 

Both were alike ; for both were in exceſs. 

Thee, Yeaus, thee, both Heav'n and Earth obey ; 

Immenſe thy Pow'r, and boundleſs is thy Sway. 

The Cyclops, who defi'd th Ztherial Throne, 

And thought no Thunder louder than his own, 

| The terrour of the Woods, and wilder far 

| Than Wolves in Plains, or Bears in Forreſts are, 
Th' Inhumane Hoſt, who made his bloody Feaſts 
On mangl'd Members, of his butcher'd Gueſts, 

G 4 . But 
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Yet felt the force of Love, and fierce Deſire, 
And burnt for me, with unrelenting Fire. 


Forgot his Caverns, and his woolly care, 
Aſſum'd the ſoftneſs of a Lover's Air ; 
And comb'd,with Teeth of Rakes, his rugged hair. 
Now with a crooked Sythe his Beard he ſleeks; 
And mows the ſtubborn Stubble of his Cheeks : 
Now, inthe Cryſtal Stream he looks, to try 

His Simogres, and rowls his glaring eye. 

His Cruelty and thirſt of Blood are loſt ; 

And Ships ſecurely fail along the Coaſt, 


The Prophet Telemus (arriv'd by chance 
Where Atna's Summets to the Seas advance, 
Who mark'd the Tracts of every Bird that flew, 
And ſure Prefages from their flying drew,) 
Foretol the Cyclops, that Ziyſſes hand 
In his broad eye, ſhou'd thruſt a laming Brand. 
The 
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The Giant, with a ſcornful grin reply'd, 

Vain Augur, thou haſt falſely prophefid; 
Already Love, his flaming Brand has toſt ; 
Looking on two fair Eyes, my ſight I loſt. 

Thus, warn'd in vain, with ſtalking pace he ſtrode, 
And ſtamp'd the Margine of the briny Flood, 

With heavy ſteps: and weary, fought agen, 

The cool Retirement of his gloomy Den. 


A Promontdry ſharp'ning by degrees, 
Ends in a Wedge, and over-looks the Seas : 


On cither fide, below, the water flows ; 
This airy walk, the Giant Lover choſe. 
Here, on the midſt he fate : his Flocks, unled, 
Their Shepherd follow'd, and ſecurely fed. 

A Pine fo burly, and of length fo vaſt, 

That failing Ships requir'd it for a Maſt, 


He 
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He weilded for a Staff; his ſteps to guide : 

But laid it by, his Whiſtle while he try'd. 

A hundred Reeds, of a prodigious growth, 
Scarce made a Pipe, proportion'd to his mouth : 
Which, when he gave it wind, the Rocks around, 
And watry Plains, the dreadful hifs reſound. 

I heard the Ruffian-Shepherd rudely blow 
Where, in a hollow Cave, I fat below; 

On Acis boſom I my head reclin'd : 

And ſtill preſerve the Poem in my mind. 


Oh lovely Galatea, whiter far 
Than falling Snows, and riſing Lillies are ; 
» More flowry than the Meads, as Cryſtal bright, 
Ere& as Alders, and of equal height: 
More wanton than a Kid, more ſleek thy Skin 
Than Orient Shells, that on the Shores are ſeen. 


Than 
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Than Apples fairer, when the boughs they lade, 
Pleaſing as Winter Suns or Summer Shade : 

More grateful to the fight, than goodly Planes ; 
And foſter to the touch, than down of Swans ; 

Or Curds new turn'd: and ſweeter to the taſte 
Than ſwelling Grapes, that tothe Vintage haſte: 
Moreclear than Ice, or running Streams, that ſtray 
Through Garden Plots,but ah more ſwift than they. 


Than Bullocks, unreclaim'd to bear the Yoke, 
And far more ſtubborn,than the knotted Oak : 
Like ſliding Streams, impoſlible to hold; 

Like them fallacious, like their Fountains cold. 
More warping than the Willow, to decline 
My warm Embrace, more brittle than the Vine; 
Immoveable and fixt in thy diſdain; 
Rough as theſe Rocks, and of a harder grain. 
More 


Yet, Galatea, harder to be broke, ? 
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More violent than is the riſing Flood ; 

And the prais'd Peacock is not half fo proud. 
Fierce as the Fire, and ſharp as Thiſtles are, 
And more outragious than a Mother-Bear : 
Deaf as the billows to the Vows I make; 
And more revengeful, than a trodden Snake. 
In ſwiſtneſs fleeter, than the flying H ind ; 
Or driven Tempeſts, or the driving Wind. 
All other faults, with patience I can bear; 
But ſwiftneſs is the Vice I only fear. 


Yetif you knew me well, you wou'd not ſhun 
My Love, but to my wiſh'd Embraces run: 
Wou'd languiſh in your turn, and court my ſtay ; 
And much repent of your unwiſe delay. 
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My Palace, in the living Rock, is made 


And Grapes in cluſters, imitating Gold ; 


Proud to be gather'd by fo white a hand. 
Autummnal Cornels, latter Fruit provide; 


By Nature's hand; a ſpacious pleaſing Shade: : 
Which neither heat can pierce, nor cold invade. 
My Garden fill'd with Fruits you may behold, 


Some bluſhing Bunches of a purple hue: - 
And theſe and thoſe, are all reſerv'd for you. 
Red Strawberries, in ſhades, expeRing ſtand, 


And Plumbs to tempt you, turn their gloſly fide: 
Not thoſe of common kinds ; but ſuch alone 
As in Pheacias Orchards might have grown : 
Nor Cheſtnuts ſhall be wanting to your Food, 
Nor Garden-fruits, nor Wildings of the Wood ; 
The laden Boughs for you alone ſhall bear ; 

And yours ſhall be the produdt of the Year. 


The 
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The Flocks you fee, are all my own ; beſide 
The reſt that Woods, and winding Vallies hide 6 
And thoſe that folded in the Caves abide. 

Ask not the numbers of my growing Store ; 
Who knows how many, knows he has no more. 
Nor will I praiſe my Cattel, truſt not me ; 

But judge your ſelf, and paſs your own decree: 
Behold their ſwelling Dugs; the ſweepy weight ; 
Of Ews that fink beneath the Milky fraight ; 

In the warm Folds, their tender Lambkins lye ; 

Apart from Kids, that call with humane cry. ' 
New Milk in Nut-brown Bowls, is duely ferv'd 

For daily Drink; the reſt for Cheeſe reſerv'd. 
Nor are theſe Houſe-hold Dainties all my Store : + 
The Fields and Forreſts will afford us more ; 
The Deer, the Hare, the Goat, the Salvage Boar. # 


All 
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All forts of Ven'ſon ; and of Birds the beſt; 

A pair of Turtles taken from the Neſt. 

I walk'd the Mountains, and two Cubs I found, 
(Whoſe Dam had left 'em on the naked ground, 
So like, that no diſtinRion cou'd be ſeen: 

So pretty, they were Preſents for a Queen ; 
And fo they ſhall; I took 'em both away ; 


And keep, to be Companions of your Play. 


Oh raiſe,fair Nymph,your Beauteous Face above 
The Waves ; nor ſcorn my Preſents, and my Love: 
Come, Galatea, come, and view my face ; 

I late beheld ir, in the watry Glaſs; : 
And found it lovelier than I fear'd it was. 

Survey my towring Stature, and my Size: 

Not Jovethe Jouve you dream that rules the Skies 
Bears ſuch a bulk, or is fo largely ſpread : 

My Locks, (the plenteous Harveſt of my head) 
Hang 
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Hang o're my Manly Face ; and dangling down 
As with a ſhady Grove, my ſhoulders crown. 
Nor think, becauſe my limbs and body bear 

A thick fet underwood of briſtling hair, 

My ſhape deform'd ; what fouler ſight can be 
Than the bald Branches of a leafleſs Tree? 

Foul is the Steed, without a lowing Main : 
And Birds without their Feathers and their Train. 
Wool decks the Sheep ; and Man receives « Grace 
From buſhy Limbs, and from a bearded Face. 
My forehead, with a fingle eye isfill'd, 

Round as a Ball, and ample as a Shield. 

The Glorious Lamp of Heav'n, the Radiant Sun 
Is Nature's eye; and is content with one. 

Add, that my Father ſways your Seas, and I 
Like you am of the watry Family, 

I make you his, in making you my own ; 
You I adore; and kneel to you alone: 


Jove 
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Jove, with his Fabled Thunder 1 deſpiſe, 

And only fear the lightning of your eyes. 

Frown not, fair Nymph ; yet I cou'd bear to be 

Diſdain'd, if others were diſdain'd with me. 

But to repulſe the Cyclops, and prefer 

The Love of Acis, (Heav'ns) I cannot bear. 

But let the Stripling pleaſe himſelf; nay more, 

Pleaſe you, tho' that's the thing I moſt abhor, 

The Boy ſhall find, if e're we cope in Fight, 

Theſe Giant Limbs, endu'd with Giant Might. 

His living Bowels, from his Belly torn, 

And ſcatter'd Limbs, ſhall on the Flood be born: 

Thy Flood, ungrateful Nymph,and fate ſhall find 

That way for thee, and Acis to be joyn'd. 

For oh I burn with Love, and thy Diſdain 

Augments at once my Paſſion, and my pain. 

Tranſhted tra flames within my Heart, 

And thou, Inhumane, wilt not caſe my ſmart. 
H Lament- 
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Lamentiog thus in vain, he roſe, and ſtrode 
With furious paces to the Neighb'ring Wood : 
Reſtleſs his feer, diſtrated was his walk ; 

Mad were his motions, and confus'd his talk. 
Mad as the vanquiſh'd Bull, when forc'd to yield 
His lovely Miſtreſs, and forſake the Field. 


Thus far unſeen | faw : when fatal chance 
His looks direting, with a ſudden glance, 
Acis and I, were to his ſight betray'd; 
Where nought ſuſpeRing we ſecurely play. 
From his wide mouth, a bellowing cry he caſt 
I ſee, 1 fee; but this ſhall be your laſt : 
A roar fo loud made #!na to rebound ; 
And all the Cyclops labour'd in the ſound. 
Afﬀrighted with his monſtrous Voice, 1 fled, 
And in the Neighb'ring Ocean, plung'd my head. 

Poor 
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Poor Acis tarn'd his back, and help, ines Us 

"Help, Galates, help, my Parent Gods, 

And take me dying, to your deep Abodes. 

The Cyclops follow'd: but he ſent before 

A Rib, which from the living Rock he tore, 

Though but an Angle reach'd him of the Stone, 

The mighty Fragment was enough alone 

To cruſh all Acis; 'twas too lateto fave, 

But what the Fates allow'd to give, I gave: 

That Acis to his Lineage ſhould return; _ 

And rowl, among the River Gods, bis Urn. 

Straight iſſu'd from the Stone, « Stream of blood ; 

Which loſt the Purple, mingling with the Flood. 
| Then, like a troubl'd Torrent, it appear: 


C——— 


The Toxrent too, in little ſpace was clear'd. 
The Stone was cleft,and thraugh the yawning chink, 


New Reeds aroſe on the new River's brink. 


H 3 
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The Rock, from out its hollow Womb, diſclos'd 
A ſound like Water in its courſe oppos'd. 

When, (wondrous to behold, ) full in the Flood, 
Up ſtarts a Youth, and Navel high he ſtood. 
Horns from his Temples riſe ; and either Horn 
Thick Wreaths of Reeds,(his Native growth) adorn. 
Were not his Stature taller than before, 

His bulk augmented, and his beauty more : 

His colour blue, for Acis he might paſs: 

And Acis chang'd into « Stream he was. 

But mine no more; he rowls along the Plains 
With rapid motion, and his Name retains. 


ON 
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Mr. HOBS. 


Written by 
The E. of MULGRAVE. 


UCH is the mode of theſe ceglorious days, R 
The Art is loſt of knowing how to praile ; 
Poets are envious now, and Fools alone 
Admire at Wir, becauſe themſelves have none: 
Yet, whatſoe're is by vain Criticks thought, 
Praifing is harder much, than finding fault; 
| la homely pieces ev'n the Dutch excel, 


| Htalians only can draw Beauty well. 


As Strings alike wound up, fo equal prove, ' 
That one reſ@unding makes the other. move ; 
H 3 From 
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From a like cauſe Satyrs have pleas'd ſo much, 
We ſimpathize with each ill-natur'd touch : 
And, as the ſharp InfeQion ſpreads about, 
The Reader's Malice helps the Writer out. 
To blame, is caſie ; to commend, is bold ; 
Yet, if the Muſe inſpires it, who can hold ? 
To Merit we are bound to give applauſe, 
Content to ſuffey in ſo juſt a Cauſe. 


— 


While in dark Ignorance Men lay afraid 
Of Fancies, Ghoſts, and ev'ry empty Shade; 
Great Hobs appear'd, and by his Reaſon's light 
Put ſuch Fantaſtick Forms to ſhameful flight: 
Fond is their fear, who think we needs muſt be 
To Vice enſlav'd, if from vain Terrours free ; 
The Wiſe and Good Morality will guide, 
And Superſtition all the World beſide. 
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In other Authors, tho the ſenſe be good, 
'Tis not ſometimes ſo casly underſtood, 
That Jewel oft unpoliſh'd has remain'd, 
Some words ſhou'd be left out, and ſome explain'd : 
So that in ſearch of ſenſe we either ſtray, 

Or elſe grow weary in ſo rough a way : 
But here bright Eloquence does always ſmile 
In ſuch a choice, yet unaffeted ſtile, 

As does both Knowledge and Delight impart, 
The force of Reaſon with the Flow'rs of Art; 
Clear as a beautiful tranſparent Skin, 

Which never hides the Blood, yet holds it in: 
Like a delicious Stream it ever ran, 


As ſmooth as Woman, but as ſtrong as Man. 


Bacon himſelf, whoſe Univerſal wit 
Does admiration through the World beget, 
H 4 Not 
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Not more his Age's Ornament is thought, 
Nor has more credit to his Country brought. 


While Fame is young, too weak to fly away, 
Envy purſues her, like ſome Bird of Prey ; 
Bur once an wing, then all the dangers ctaſe, 
Envy her ſclf is glad to be at peace ; 
Gives over, weary d with fo high a flight, 
Above her reach, and ſcarce within her ſight: 
He, to this happy pitch arriv'd at laſt, 


Might have look'd down with Pride, on Dangers 


(paſt. 


But ſuch the frailty is of Humane Kind, 
Men toil for Fame, which no Man lives to find; 
Lorg rip ning under ground this China lies ; 
Fame bears no Fruit, till the vain Planter dies. 


And 
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And Nature, tir'd with his unufual length 
Oflife, which put her to her utmoſt ſtrength, 
So vaſt a Soul unable to ſupply, 

To fave her felf, was forc'd to let him die. 
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DEALH 


Mr. JOHN SELDEN. 


O fell the Sacred $ybi8, when of old 
g Inſpir'd with more than Mortal Breaſt cou'd 
The gazing Multitude ſtood doubtful by (oh 
Whether to call it Death, or Extaſie : 
She filent lies, and now the Nations find 


No Oracles but the Leaves ſhe left behind. 


Monarch of Time and Arts, who travel'd'ſt o're 
New Worlds of Knowledge, undeſcry'd beſore, 
And haſt on Everlaſting Columns writ 


The utmoſt Bounds of Learning and of Wit. 
Had'ſt 
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Had'ſt thou been more like us; or we like thee, 

We might add ſomething to thy memory. 

Now thy own Tongues muſt ſpeak thee, and thy 
Praiſe 

Be from thoſe Monuments thy ſelf did'ſt raiſe ; 

And all thoſe * Titles thou did'ſt once diſplay 

Muſt yield thee Titles greater far than they. 


Time which had Wings till now, and was not 
To have a Being but by being gone, 
You did arreſt his Motion, and have lent 
A way to make him fixt and permanent ; 
Whilſt by your Labours Ages paſt appear, 
And all at once we view a Plats's year. 


AQions and Fables were retriev'd by you; 
All that was done, and what was not done too. 


* Titles of Honor, * Fig 


Which 
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Which in your Breaſt did comprehended lye, 

As in the Boſom of Eternity ; | 

You purg'd Records and * Authors from their ruſt, 
And ſifted Pearls out of Rabinick duſt. 

By you the + Swian Gods do live and grow 

To be Immortal, fince you made them fo. 
Inſcriptions, Medals, [| Statues look freſh till, 
Taking new Braſs and Marble from your Quill; 
Which fo unravels time, that now we do 

Live our own Age, and our Forefathers too, 
And, thus enlarg'd, by your diſcoveries, can 
Make that an El!, which Nature made a Span. 


If then we judge, that to preſerve the State 
Of things, is every moment to create, . 
The World's thus half your Creature,whilſt it ſtands 


Reſcu'd to memory by your Learned Hands. 


* Edmerns, Fleta. + De dits Syris. vs ramen 
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And unto you, now fearleſs of decay, 
Times paſt owe more, than Times to come can 
pay. 


How might you claim yourCountry'sjuſt applauſe, 
When you ſtood ſquare and upright as your Cauſe 
In doubtful times, nor ever would forego 
Fair Truth and Right, whoſe Bounds you beſt did 


know. 


You inthe Tow'r did ſtand another Tower, 
Firm to your ſelf and us, whillt jealous Power 
Your very Soul impriſon'd, that no thought 
By Books might enter, nor by Pen get out; 

And, ſtrip'd of all beſides, left you confin'd 

To the one Volume of your own vaſt Mind ; 

There Vertue and ſtrit Honour paſt the Guard, 

Your only Friends that could not be debarr'd ; 
And 
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And dwelt in your Retirement ; arm'd with theſe 
You ſtood forth more than Admiral of our Seas. 
Your Hands enclos'd the * Watry Plains, and thus 
Was no leſs Fence to them, than they to us; 
Teaching our Ships to conquer, while each fight 
Is but a Comment on thoſe Books you write. 


No foul Diſgraces, nor the worſt of things, 
Made you like him (whoſe Anger Zomer ſings) 
Slack in your Country's Qyarrel, who adore 
Their Champion now, their Martyr hereto- 

fore : 

Still with your ſelf contending, whether you 
Cou'd bravelier ſuffcr, or cou'd bravelier do. 

We ask not now for Anceſtors, nor care 

Tho Seldes do nor Kindred boaſt, nor Heir, =} 


a —_ 


* Mare Clan, 


Such 
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Such worth beſt ſtands alone, and joys to be 
To th' ſelf at once both Founder and Poſterity. 
As when old Nilus who with bountcous flows 
Waters an hundred Nations as he goes, 
Scattering rich Harveſt keeps his Sacred Head 
Amongſt the Clouds ſtill undiſcovered. 


Be't now thy Oxford's Pride, that having gone 
Through Eaſt and Weſt, no Art, nor Tongue un- 
known : 
Laden with Spoils thou hang'ſt thy Arms up here, 
But ſcr'it thy great Example every where. 


Thus when thy Monument ſhall it ſelf lie dead, 
And thy * own Epitaph no more be read, 


% His Epitaph made by bimſclf in the Temple Chapyel, 
When 
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When all thy Statues ſhall be worn out fo, 
That even Se/den ſhould not Selden know ; 
Ages to come ſhall in thy Vertue ſhare : 

He that dies well makes all the World his Heir. 


R. B. 7. Co. Oxon. 
Decemb. 19. 54- 
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AGAINST 


Immoderate GRIEF. 


TO 


A young LADY weeping. 


AN ODE 


In Imitation of CASLMIRE. 
By Mr. YALDENMN. 


Ou'd mournful Sighs, or floods of Tears pre- 
#5 The ith, vaheppy bien hens; © 
Cou'd all the anguiſh of my Mind, 
Remove my Cares, or make but Fortune kind ; 
Soon I'd the grateful Tribute pay, 
And weep my troubl'd Thoughts away : 
To Wealth and Pleaſure every Sigh prefer, 
And more than Gems eſteem each falling Tear. 
| - 2. Bur 
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2. 

But fince inſulting Cares are moſt inclin'd 
To triumph o're th' afflicted Mind: - 
Since Sighs can yicld us no Relief, 

' And Tears, like fruitful Showers, but nouriſh Grief ; 


Then ceaſe, fair Mourner, to complain, 

Nor laviſh, ſuch bright Streams, in vain: 
Bur ſtill with chearful thoughts thy Cares beguile, 
And tempt thy better Fortunes with a Smile. 


3. 
The generous Mind is by its Sufferings known, 
Which no AfMidtion tramples down : 
But when oppreſt will upward move, 
Spurn down its ciog of Cares, and foar above. 
Thus the young Royal Eaglet trys 
On the Sun-beams liis tender eyes : 
And if he ſhrinks not at th' offcafive light, 
He's then for Empire fat,aad takes his ſoaring flight. 
4. Tho' 
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Tho' Cares aſſault thy Breaſt on every ſide, 


Yer bravely ſtem th' impetuous Tide: 


No tributary Tears to Fortune pay, 
Nor add to any loſs a nobler Day. 
But with kind hopes ſupport thy mind, 
And think thy better Lot behind : 
Amidſt afflitions let thy Soul be great, 
And ſhow thou dar'ſt deſerve a better State, 
$+ # 
Then, lovely Mourner, wipe thoſe Tears away, 
And Cares that urge thee to decay : 
Like Ravenous Age thy Charms they waſte, 
Wrinkle thy youthful Brow, and blooming Beauties 
But keep thy looks, and mind ſerene, _ 
All gay withour, and calm within: 
For Fate is aw'd, and adverſe Fortunes fly, 
A chearful look, and an unconquer'd Eye. 


I z 


T 0 
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TO THE 


Returning S U N. 


By 7. H. 


wi thou glorious Spring of light, and 
heat, 


Where haſt thou made thy long Retreat ? 
What Lands thy warmer Beams poſleſt, 
What happy Jadian Worlds thy fruitful Preſence 
bleſt - 
Where deep in the dark boſom of the Ground, 
Thy wondrous Operations found, 
Even there thy Beams the Earth refine, 
And mix, and ſtamp thy Luſtre through the 
dazling Mine. 
Siace 
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Since thy retreat fo far from our cold Iſle, 
She never wore a lovely Smile, 
No joy her wither'd Brow adorn'd, 
In dark unlovely Days, and in long Nights ſhe 


mourn'd. 


The poor dejeted Beaſts hung down their heads, 
And trembled on their naked Beds; 
No foorſteps of green life remain, 

But dying Ficlds,and Woods,ant a bare,bleaky Plain. 

The drooping Birds were filent in the Groves, 
They quite forgot their Songs and Loves, 
Their feeble Mates fate ſullen by, 

We thought the feather'd World reſolv'd their Kind 

ſhou'd die, 

Put ſce the Land revives at thy approach, 
She blooms and quickens at thy touch, 
Her kindled Atoms life receive, 

The —_—— Groves, begin to ſtir and live. 

= Mixt 


Oo 
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Mixt with thy Beams the Southern breezes blow, 
And help the ſproutng Births below, 
The Infant Flowers in haſte appear, 
And gratefully return Perfumes to the kind Air. 
The Trees, and Fields agen look freſh and gay, 
The Birds begin their ſofter Play, 
Thou haſt their Life, nay more, their Love 
reſtor'd, | 
Their late, and carly Hymns praiſe thee, their wel- 
come Lord. 
The ſpreading Fire glides through the Plains, and 
Woods, 
It even pierces the cold Floods : 
The duller Brutes feel the ſoft Flame, 
The Fiſhes leap for joy,and wanton in their Stream. 


AGAINST 
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AGAINST 


THE FEAR 


DEATH. 


Perſon of HONOUR. 


INCE all muſt certainly to Death reſign, 

Why ſhould we make it dreadful, or repine? 
How vain is Fear where nothing can prevent 
The loſs, which he, that loſes, can't lament. 


I 4 The 
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The Fear of Death is by our Folly brought, 
We fly th" acquainrance of it, in a thought; 
From Something into Nothing is a change 
Grown terrible, by making it fo ſtrange. 

We always ſhou'd remember, Death is ſure, 
What grows familiar moſt, we beſt endure ; 
For Life and Death ſucceed like Night and Day, 
And neither gives encreaſe, nor brings decay. 
No more or leſs by what takes Birth or dies, 
And the ſame Maſs the teeming World ſupplies, 
From Death we roſe to Life ; 'tis but the ſame, 
Through Life again to paſs, from whence we came. 
With ſhame we ſee our Paſſions can prevail, 
Where Reaſon, Certainty, and Vertue fail. 


Honour, that Empry Name, can Death deſpiſe, 
Scorn'd Love to Death as to a Refuge flies, 


And Sorrow waits for Death with lorging Eyes. 


Hope 
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Hope triumphs o're the thought of Death, and Fate 
Cheats Fools, and flatters the Unfortunate. 


Perhaps, deceiv'd by Luſt-ſupplying Wealth, 
New enjoy'd Pledfures, and a preſent Health, 
We fear to loſe, what a ſmall time muſt waſte, 
Till Life it ſelf grows the Diſcafe at laſt : 
Begging for Life, we beg for more decay, 
And to be long a dying only pray. 


No juſt and temperate thought can tell us why; 
We ſhould fear Death, or grieve for them that die ; 
The Time we leave behind, is ours no more, 


Nor our concern, than Time that was before, 


'Twere a fond fight, if thoſe that ſtay behind 
For the ſame paſſage, waiting for a wind 
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To drive them to their Port, ſho'ud on the Shore 
Lamenting ſtand, for thoſe that went before. 


We all muſt paſs through Death's dead Sea of 
Toreach the Haven of Ecernal Light. Goh 
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THE 


DREAM: 


Occafion'd by 


The Death of the moſt Noble 
and Virtuous Lady, 


Ehzabeth Seymour, 


Mother to His Gzacet the 
Duke of Somerſet. © 


BY 
Mr. LL TALBOT. 
F RighteousSouls in their bleſs'd Manſions know, 
Or what we Do, or Suffer here below, 


And any leifure from their Joys can find, 
To viſit thoſe whom they have left behind, 


Toa 
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To view our endleſs Griefs, our groundleſs Fears, 
Our hopeleſs Sorrows, and our fruitleſs Tears, 
With pity, ſure, they ſee the kind miſtake, 
Which weeping Friends at their departure make : 
They wonder why at their Releaſe we grieve, 
And mourn their Dcath, who then begin to Live. 


Tir'd with the Care and Sorrow of the day, 
In filent night the ſad Mecenas lay, 


His mind till labring with the deadly weight 

Of his dear Parent's much lamented Fate; 

Till weary Nature with its Load oppreſt, 
Composd the tempeſt of his troubled Breaſt, 
And borrow'd from his Grief ſome time for reſt : 
When Sleep (Death's Image) to his fancy brought 
The hourly OtjeR of his waking Thought ; 

And lo! his Mother's awful Shade appears, 

Not pale and ghaſtly, as the fullen Fears 
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Of brain-ſick Minds their diſmal Phantomes paint, 
But bright and joyful as a new-made Saint. 

A Crown of Glories ſhone around her Head ; 
She ſmil'd, and thus the happy Spirit faid. 


Hail, Noble Son, whom pow rful Fates deſign 
To fill the Glories of thy mighty Line, 
In whom the Good is mingled with the Great, 
As generous Light unites with ative heat : 
For thee 1 thought Life pleaſant, and for thee 
I after Death endur'd this World to fee, | 
And leave a while the Dwellings of the Bleſt, 
Where Heav'nly Minds enjoy Eternal Reſt ; 
Where having reach'd the Univerſal Shore, 
I fear the Winds and Billows now no more ; 
No more in anguiſh draw a painful Breath, 
Nor wreſtle with that mighty Tyrant, Death, 


Who 
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ah 


Who cannot boaſt he gave the Fatal blow, 

I conquer'd Sin, from whence his Pow'r did flow : 
The proud Inſulter threatn'd me in vain, 

For Heav'n increas'd my Patience with my Pain, 
Till my unfetter'd Soul at laſt took Wing, 

The Grave its Conqueſt loſt, and Death irs Sting, 


No longer then theſe Pious Sorrows ſhed, 
Nor vainly think thy happy Parent dead; 
Whoſe deathleſs Mind from its weak Priſon free, 
Enjoys in Heav'n its Native Liberty : 

I ſoon diſtinguiſh'd in that bliſsful Place 
Thy God-like Anceſtors, a numerous Race ; 
There plac'd among the Stars, in them 1 ſee 
A Glorious Deſtiny reſerv'd for thee. 


Then weep no more ; ev'n here I till ſurvive 
ln thee, and in thy Virtuous Fair 1 live : 
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I aw her happy Mother ſhine on high, 
A brighter Spirit ne re adora'd the Skie ; 

With Joy ſhe met me at the Cryſtal Gate, (State, ' 
And much eaquird her beauteous Davghter' 
She Wiſh'd her there; but Heav'n ordains it late, 
And long defers her Joys, that ſhe may be 

A mighty Bleſſing to this World, and Thee. 
Long ſhall ſhe live, and Ages yet to come 
Shall bleſs the happy Burden of her Womb: 
Still ſhall her Off-ſpring, with her Years, increaſe, 
With both, her Virtues, and thy Happineſs. | 
In all thy Race the wondring World ſhall find 
The Noble Image of each Parent's Mind. 

Thus bled in her and hers, thou ſhalt receive 
The richeſt Bounties Heav'n and Earth can give. 


- 


Nor ſhall my Care be wanting to your aid, 

My faithful Spirit ſhall hover o're thy head, : 
And round thy lovelyFair alargeProteRionſpread: 
Till 
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Till crown'd with Years and Honours here below, 
And ev'ry Gift kind Nature can beſtow, 

You both retire to Everlaſting Reſt, 

And late increaſe the Joys and number of the Bleſt. 


She ſpoke : her Fellow-Angels all around 
With joyful Smiles the happy Omen own'd ; 
All blefs'd the Noble Pair, and took their flight 
To the bright Regions of unfading Light. 
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2 27 a a... | 
TO THE 


M ORNING. 


Praiſe of Light. 


A N | 
OO D B =» 
By Mr. YALDEN. 


% 


L, | 
Arcat of Day !whoſe beautcous Beams of Light 
Spring from the darkſom Womb of Night: 
And midſt their Native horrours ſhow, 
Like Gems adorning of the Negro's Brow. 
K Not 
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Not Heaven's fair Bow can equal thee, 


In all its gaudy Drapery : . 
Thou firſt Eſſay of Light, and pledge of Day ! 
That uſher'ſt in the Sun, and till prepar'ſt his way. 
2. 
Rival of Shade, Eternal Spring of Light ! 
Thou art the Genuine Source of it: 
From thy bright unexhauſted Womb, 
The beauteous Race of Days and Seaſons come. 
Thy Beauty Ages cannot wrong, : 
But ſpight of Tire thou'rt ever young: 
Thou art alone Hcavens modeſt Virgin light, 
Whole Facea Veil of bluſhes hides from human ſight. 
; , 
Like ſome fair Bride thou riſcſt from thy Bed, 
And doſt around thy Luſtre ſpread : 


Around the Univerſe diſpenſe 
New life to all, and quick'ning influence, 


With 
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With gloomy Smiles thy Rival Night 
Bcholds thy glorious dawn of Light : 

Not all the Wealth ſhe views in Mines below, 
Can match thy brighter Beams,or equal Luſtre ſhow. 
4 

At thy approach Nature ered her head, 
The ſmiling Univerſe is glad : 
The drowſie Earth and Seas awake, 
And, from thy Beams, new life and vigour take. 
When thy more chearful Rays appear, 
; Even Guile and Women ceaſe to fear : 
Horrour, D:ſpair, and all the Sons of Night, 
Retire before thy Beams,and take their baſly flight. 
" 
To Thee, the gratefal Eaſt their Altars raiſe, 
And ſing with carly Hymns thy praiſe : 
Thou doſt their happy Soil beſtow, 
Iarich the Heav'ns above, and Eatth below. 
K 2 Thou 
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Thou rifcſt in the fragrant Eaſt, 
* Likethe fair Phanix from her balmy Neſt : 
No Altar of the Gods can equal Thine, 
The Air is richeſt Incenſe, the whole Land thy 
« (Shrine. 
But yet thy fading Glories ſoon decay, 
Thine's but a momentary ſtay : 
Too ſoon thov'rt raviſhe from our fight, 
Bore down the ſtream of day, and overwhelm'd 
with light. 
Thy cams to their own ruin haſte, 
They're ſram'd too exquiſite to laſt : 
Thine is a glorious, but a ſhorr-liv d State, 


Pity fo fair a Birth ſhould yield fo ſoon to Fate. 


Before the Almighty Artiſt fram'd the Skie, 
Or gave the Earth its Harmony : 
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His firſt Command was for thy Light, 
He view'd the lovely Birth, and bleſſed ir. 


In purple Swadling-bands it ſtruggling lay, 

Not yet maturely bright for Day : 
Old Chaos then a cheartul Smile pur on, 
And from thy beauteous Form, did firſt prefage its 

3 (own. 

Let there be Light, the Great Creator faid, 

His Word the active Chi!d obey'd: 

Night did her teeming Womb diſclole, 
And then the bluſhing Morn,its brighteſt Off ſpring 

roſe. 

A while the Aimighty wond'ring view d, 

And then himſelf pronounc'd it good : 
With Night, faid He, divide the Imperial Sway, 
Thou my firſt Labour arr, and thou ſhalt bleſs the 
Day. 


132 The THIRD PART 


A 
HYMN 
T0 
DARKNESS. 


Mr. FALDEN. 


I, 
ARKNESS, thou firſt kind Parent of us all, 
D Thou art our great Original : 
Since from thy Univerſal Womb, 
Does all thou ſhad'ſt below, thy numerous Off- 


ſpring, come, 


2+ 


Thy wondrous Birth is even to Time unknown | 


. 


Or like Eternity thou'dſt none: 


Whilſt 
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Whilſt Light did its firſt Being owe, 
Unto that awful Shade, it dares to rival now. 
3- 
Say in what diſtant Region doſt thou dwell! 
To Reaſon inacceſlible : 
From Form, and duller Matter, free, 
Thou ſoar'ſt above the reach of Man's Philoſophy. 
4- 
lavolv'd in thee, we firſt receive our breath, 
Thou art our Refuge too in Death: 
Great Monarch of the Grave and Womb, 


Where e're our Souls ſhall go, to thee our Bodies 
(come. 


5. 
The filent Globe is ſtruck with awful fear, 
When thy Majeſtick Shades appear : 
Thou doſt compoſe the Air and Sea; 
and Earth a Sabbath keeps,Sacred to Reſt,and Thee. 


K 4 6. In 
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6. 

In thy ferener Shad-s our Ghoſts delight, 
And court the umbrage of the Night : 
In Vaults, and gloomy Caves, they ſtray, 


But fly the Mornings beams, and ficken at the day. 


7 
Tho' ſolid Bodies dare exclude the light, 
Nor will the brighteſt Ray admit - 
No Subſtance can thy Force repel, 
Thou reign'ſt in depths below, doſt at the Center 
| _((dwell. 
8. 
The ſparkling Gems, and Oar in Mines below, 
To thee their beautcous luſtre owe: 
Tho' form'd within the Womb of Night, 
Bright as their Sire they ſhine, with Native Rays of 
(Light. 
9. | 
When thou doſt raiſe thy venerable head, 
And arr in genuine Night arrayd: 
1hy 
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Thy Negro Beauties then delight, 
Beauties like polliſh'd Jeat, with their own Darkneſs 
10. ——_ 
Thou doſt thy Smiles impartially beſtow, 
And know'ſt no difference here below : 
All things appear the fame by thee, 
Tho' Light diſtinQtion makes, thou giv'ſt Equality. 
IT, 
Thou Darkneſs art the Lovers kind retreat, 
And doſt the Nuptial Joys compleat ; 
Thou doſt inſpire them with thy Shade, 
Giv'ſt vigour to the Yourh, and warm'f} the yield- 
(ing Maid. 


Iz. 
Calm, as the bleſt above, the Ancorites dwell, 
Within their peaceful gloomy Cell: 
Their minds with Heav'nly Joys are fill'd, 
The Pleaſures Light deny,thy Shades for ever yield. 


13. In 
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I3- 
In Caves of Night, the Oracles of old, 
Did all their MyRteries unfold : 
Darkneſs did firſt Religion grace, 
Gave terrours to the God, and reverenceto the place. 
I4- 
When the Almighty did on Zoreb ſtand, 
Thy Shades inclos'd the Hallow'd Land: 
In Clouds of Night, he was array'd, 
And venerable Darkneſs his Pavillion made. 
IS. 
When he appear'd arm'd in his Power and Might, 
He vail'd the beatifick Light: 
When terrible with Majeſty, 
In tempeſts he gave Laws, and clad himſelf in Thee. 
I6. 
E're the Foundation of the Earth was laid, 
Or brighter Firmament was made : 
Ere 
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E're Matter, Time, or Place were known, 


Thou Monarch Darkneſs ſway'd(t theſe ſpacious 


(Realms alone. 
7. 


| But now the Moon, (tho' gay with borrow'd light) 
Invades thy ſcanty Lot of Night : 
By Rebel Subjxs thou'rt betray'd, 
The Anarchy of Stars depoſe their Monarch ſhade. 
18. 
Yet fading Light its Empire muſt reſign, - 
And Nature's Power ſubmit to Thine : 
An Univerſal ruin ſhall ere thy Throne, 
And Fate confirm thy Kingdom,evermore thy own. 


T—_ —— 
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ANEAS 


HIS 


Meeting with DIDO 


la the 


ELTYZIAN FIELDS. 


Being a 


Tranſlation f part of the fixth Book 


of Virgil's Aneids, beginning 
at Hic quoque durus A- 
mor, &:. 


By Mr. WO LSLETY. 


ERE thoſe, who by Love's Cruelty havedy'd, 
H Thick Myrtle Groves, and dark Retire» 
ments hide ; 
Vex'd with old Griefs, and pale with long Deſpairs, 
Death canaot free them from their laſting Cares. 
Among 
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Among the Trees Paſiphae does appear, 

Phedra, and Precris, and Evadne, here, 

Sad Eriphyle makes unpity'd moan, 

Pointing to Wounds, that ſtill accuſe her Son. 

For her loſt Honour, Cermw mourns in vain, 

By Death transſorm'd to her own Sex again. 

And Laodamia, with the numerous throng 

Of hapleſs Lovers, weeping goes along. 

Among the reſt ſorſaken Dido, round 

The Defart wanders, with a gaping Wound, 

Whom ſoon as near the 7rojan Hero drew, | 

And that upbraiding irjur's Ghoſt through glim- 
mering Shadows knew. 

(As he who ſees by the faint gloomy Light 

A riſing Moon half hid in Clouds and Night) 


Straight into Tears his penitcnt Pity broke, 
And to her, in the kindeſt terms of Love unfeign'd 
he ſpoke. 


. . 
1116 
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The killing News that did my flight purſue 
I find, alas, (unhappy Queen) is true! 
Your mark till freſh upon your Breaft I ſee, 
That bleeding Wound you gave your ſelf for Me. 
Ah, 'tis too true! I was th' unlacky Canſe 
- Of yourhard fate! curs'd wretched Man! 1 was. 
By all the Gods, who rule above, I vow, 
And by that Faith (if any be) which Sacred is 
below, 
Compell'd, and threaten'd, fad, and diſcontent, 
From your lov'd Shore, and dear Embrace, 1 went : 
That awful Pow'r, whoſe high Will to obey, 
Even now thro' theſe Infernal Shades and diſmal 
paths I ſtray; 
Thro' endlefs Night, and unknown Defart Lands 
Force me, delaying, by his dread Commands. 


Nor 
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Nor cou'd I think the loſs of me wou'd touch 
Your Heart fo deep|/—— You valu'd me too much! 
Oh ſtay, and take not from my Eyes, unkind, 

A Face for ever preſent to my mind! 

Whom do you fly ? fee Him you held fo dear! 

His juſt defence and laſt farewel do not refuſe to hear. 


With ſuch ſoft words th' afflited Zero ſtrove 
To footh her Anger, and revive her Love. 
While riſing Sighs oft ſtopt him as he ſpoke, 
And falling tears the tender accents broke. 


The Qzeev, who ſtill reſented his laſt flight, 
Now turns her Eyes from his unwelcome fight, 
And on the ground, with ſad remembrance ſtrook, 
She fix'd a fullen and dejeted look. 
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Deaf to his Vows, regardleſs of his Tears, 
Hard as a Rock her once kind Heart appears, 
And his vain Courtſhip unconcern'd ſhe hears. 
Frowning at length, averſe to all he faid, 
Into the thickeſt of the Wood the fied ; 
Where her firſt Love attracts her juſt defires, 
Shares all her Griefs, and burns in equal Fires. 


Wounded afreſh with that reproachful fight, 
Afar the Prince purſues her ſcornful flight, 
And long lamenting her unhappy Fate, 
With fruitleſs Sorrow pities her too late. 


; 
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Me ——_—_— 


Out of the 


ITALIAN 
O F 
FULVIO TESTI. 


T © 
Count Montecuccol:. 


AGAINST 


Pride upon ſudden Advancement. 
Ruſcellerto Orgoglioſo, &Cc. 


r. 
Roud and fooliſh noific Stream ! 
P.. to fome muddy Plaſh thy Bir:h doſt owe, 
Which caſually a Broot became, 
Aſſiſted by the Rain, and melting Snow : 
Tho' now thou boaſts thy ſwelling Tide, 
Azgaft will ſoon be here,and end thy fbort-liv/dPride, 
L 2. The 
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F (Thames 

The Thames, great King of Flo! the 

With peaceful Courſe haſtes gently to the Main ; 
Yet He upon his filent Streams 


The talleſt Veſſels does with caſe ſuſtain : 


And while one Summer Thee devours, 


His Flood ſhall ne're decreaſe, not Time contra his 
6 (Shores. 


3 
Thou foam'ſt, and boil'it along the Plain, 

The Flocks, and Shepherds threatning by the way ; 
Through borrow'd Waters baſcly vain, 

Liſt'ſt up thy head, and do'ſt regardleſs ſtray, : 
Troubled, Oblique, and this alone, 


Thy noiſie Pride is 48 which thou canſt call Thy 
j (own. 


I know, Sir, you may well admire, 
To hear me Reaſon with « deaf'ning Stream, 
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But thus the Muſe oft firikes the Lyre, 
When ſhe'd moſt Lofry, and Majeſtick ſeem, 
And in Myſterious Numbers ſhrowd 
Deep Oracles, too deep, for the uathinking Croud. 
5. 
While thus I ſpake, there did appear, 
Phetw the God of every tuneful Lay, 
A Lawrel crown'd his beamy Hair, 
Which with a brighter Light improv'd the Day ; 
And thus he, what I @w, apply'd, 
Short is th' incertain Reign, and Pomp of Mortal 
6 (Pride. 
New turns, and changes every day, 
Are of inconſtant Chance the conſtant Arts, 
Soon the gives, ſoon takes away, 
She comes, embraces, nauſeates you, and parts; 
But if ſhe ſtays, or if ſhe goes, 
The wiſe Man little Joy, or little Sorrow ſhow's. 
L 2 7, Good 


NY 
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T. 
Good is the Pilot, who preſerves 
His ſhatter'd Veſſel on the Stormy Main; 
But he no leafs applauſe deſerves, 
Who fears the Flattery of the Watry Plain; 
Who never truſts the faireſt Gale, 
But dreads to be o'reſet, and ſpreads but little Sail. 
8. 
Of all the Heroes known of old, 
I honour moſt Agathocles's Name ; 
Who, tho' be made the ſparkling Gold 
in poliſh'd Goblets on his Table flame : 
To temper, and rebate its Ray, 


He mixt his Father's Trade, the good old _ 
Y. 


9. 
While thus the Charming God went on, 
And fixt in Wonder, and Delight I ſtood : 


Behold ! 
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Behold | the Upſtart Stream was gone, 
No drop remain'd of its inſulxing Flood : 


But the worſt Cattle of the Plain, __ 


Trod o're the thirſty Sand, and ſpurn'd it with dif 
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CH TULLU.S 


ETIG 6 


Suffenus iſte, Vare, quem probe niſti. 


BY 


The fame Hand as thc former. 


_— whom you know, the Wirty, 


The Gay, the Talkative, and Pretty ; 
And, all his Wonders to rehearſe, 
The 7 HING which makes a World of Verſe, 
I'm certain I ſhou'd not bely him, 
To fay he has feveral thouſands by him, . 
Yet none deform'd with Critick blot, 
Or wrote on Vellom to rub out. 
Royal Paper ! Scarlet Strings / 
Gilded Backs! and ſuch finc things! 
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But—— When you read 'em, then the —_ 
The Gay Suffenus, and the Pretty : 
Is the dulleſt, heavieſt Clown, 
So alter'd, he can ſcarce be known. 
This is ſtrange! that he who now 
Cou'd fo flatter, laugh, and bow, 
So much Wit, ſuch breeding ſhow, 
Shou'd be fo ungenteel a Wight, 
Whenever he attempts to write, 
And yet the Wretch is ne're fo plcas'd, 
As when he's with this madneſs ſeiz'd. 
Faith, Sir, ware all deceiv'd alike, 
All Labour in the fame miſtake, 
Nor is the beſt of Men fo clear 
From every. Folly, but ſomewhere 
Still the Suffers will appear. 
Quickly we others Errors fin 


But ſee not our own Load behind. 
L 4 . Out 
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Our of . the 


GREEK 


O F 
—i Xx 1 C4 


Same Hand as the former. 


Hile here for the fair Amarids I die, 
; \ \ he o're Rocks, and ore Streams from 
my Paſſion docs fly ; 
O bring her, kind Yeaw ! bring her here back again, 


And the beſt of my Heifarson thy Altar lies lain : 
But if ſhe's 2ppeas'd, if to Love ſhe incline, 


Take all my whole Herd, my little Herd isall thine. 
w 


* Invie 
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Invitation into the 


COUNTR Y. 


IN 
Imitation of the 24th EPIG. 
OF 


CAITIULLUS 
By the ſame Hand as the former. 


O—-for I'm impatient grown, 
(GG Bid him leave the noifie Town. 
Charge him he no longer ſtay, | 
_ But with haſte devour the way. 
Tho' a thouſand times he's ſtaid 
By that fond, bewitching Maid : 
Tho' ſhe fummon all her Charms, 
Kiſs him, preſs him in her Arms. 
Let him not the Syres mind,” 


Tears are Water, S:ghs are Wind. 
Tell 
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Tell him how kind Nature here, 
Dreſies up the Youthful Year, 
Strowing on the thoughtleſs Hours, 


Opening Buds, and new-born Flow'rs; 

Tell hum underneath this Shade, 

Innocence and Mirth ar* laiJ; 

Not without forb:.' !en Clarer, 

Books or Muſick, if he'll hear it. 

See the Lawrel, and the Vine, 

Round about that Arbour twine, 


So we Wit, and Pleaſure joyn ; 


So Horace, and Anacreon meet 
The Jolly God, within that Sear. 
Thus from Noiſe and Care ſet free, 
The ſnares of Beauty we defie. | 
Let him them no longer ſlay, 
But with haſte devour the way. 
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On Mrs. Arabella Hunt 
Singing. 
PINDARIC ODE, 
By Mr. CONGREVE. 


. 
[ Et all be huſht, cach ſofteſt Motion ceaſe, 


Be every loud tumultuous Thought at Peace, 

And ev'ry ruder Gaſp of Breath 
Be calm, as in the Arms of Death. 

And thou moſt fickle, moſt uneaſic Part, 
Thou reſtleſs Wanderer, my Heart, 
Be ſtill ; gently, ah gently, leave, 
Thou bufie, idle thing, to heave. 
Stir not a Pulſe ; and let my Blood, 
That turbulent, unruly Flood, 

Be ſoftly ſaid: 
Let me be all, but my attention, dead. 
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Go, reſt, y'unneceſary Springs of Life. 
Leave your officious TA and Strife ; 
For I wou'd hear her Voice, and try 
Tf it be poſſible to dye. 

I. 

Come all ye Love-fick Maids and wounded Swains, 

And liſten to her Healing Strains. 
A wondrous Balm, between her Lips ſhe wears, 
Of Sov reign Force to ſoften Cares ; 


'Tis piercing as your Thoughts, and melting as 
(your Tears: 
And this, through ev'ry Ear ſhe does impart, 
(By tuneful Breath diffus'd) to ev'ry Heart. 
Swiftly the gentle Charmer Flies, 
And to the tender Grief foft Air applies, 
Which, warbling Myſtick Sounds, 
Cements th bleeding Panter's Wounds. 
But ah! beware of clam'rous Moan: 


Let no unpleafing Murmur or harſh Groan, 


Your 
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Your ſlighted Loves declare : 
Your very tend reſt moving Sighs forbear, 
For even they will be too boiſtrous here. 
Hither let nought but Sacred Silence come, 
And let all ſawcy Praiſe be dumb, 


HT. 


And lo! Silence himſelf is here ; 
Methinks + fee the Midnight God appear, 

In all its downy Pomp aray'd, 

Behold the rev'rend Shade : 

An ancient Sigh he fits upon, 
Whoſe Memory of Sound is long fince gone, 
And purpoſely annihilated for his Throne; 
Beneath two ſoft tranſparent Clouds do meet, 
In which he ſeems to fink his ſofter Feet, 
A melancholy Thought, condens'd to Air, 

Stol's from a Lover in Deſpair, 
Like 
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Like a thin Mantle, ſerves to wrap 
In Fluid Folds, his viffonary Shape. 
A wreath of Darkneſs round his Head he wears, 
Where curling Miſts ſupply the want of Hairs : 
While the ill Vapors, which from Poppies riſe, 
Bedew his hoary Face, and lull his Eyes. 
IV. 
But hark! the heav'nly Sphere turns round, 
And Silexze now is drown'd 
In Extaſy of Sound. 
How on a ſuddain the ſtill Air is charm'd, 
As if all Harmony were juſt alarm'd / 
And ev'ry Soul with Tranſport fill'd, 
Alternately is thaw'd and Chill'd. 
See how the Heavenly Choir 
Come flocking, to admire, 
And wich whar Speed and Care, 


Deſcending Avge/s cull the thinneſt Air / 


Haſts 
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Haſte then, come all th' immortal Throog, 
And liſten to her Song ; 
Leave your lov'd Manſions, in the Sky, 
And hither, quickly hither fly ; 
Your Loſs of Heav'n, nor ſhall you need to fear, 
While ſhe fiogs, 'tis Heav'n here. 
\'S 
See how they crowd, fee how the little Cherubs 
While others fit around her Mouth, and fip (wp 
Sweet Hellelujahs from her Lip. 
Thoſe Lips, where in Surpriſe of ' Bliſs they rove; 
For ne're before were Angels bleſt 
With ſuch a luſcious Feaſt 
Of Muſick and of Love. 
Prepare then, ye immortal Choir, 
Each ſacred Minſtrel tune his Lyre, 
And with her Voice ia Chorus joyn, 
Her Voice, which next to yours is moſt divine. 
Bleſs 
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Blef the glad Earth with heavenly Lays, 
And to that Pitch th' eternal Accents raiſe, 
Which only Breath inſpir'd can reach, 


To Notes, which only tho can learn, and you 
(can teach; 
While we, charm'd with the lov'd Exceſs, 


Are wrapt in ſweet Forgetfulneſs 

Of all, of all, but of the preſent Happineſs : 
Wiſhing, for ever in that State to lie, 
For ever to be dying fo, yet never die. 
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TO A 


Perſon of HONOUR : 


UPON HIS 


Incomparable, Incomprebenſible Poem. 


By Mr. Waller. 


SIR. | 
OU have oblig'd the Britti/h Nation more 
Than all their Bards cou'd everQo before : 

And (at your own Charge) Monuments as hard 
As Braſs, or Marble, to your Fame, have rear'd. 
For as all Warlike Nations take Delight 
To hear how their brave Anceſtors coud fight, 
You have advanc'd to Wonder their Renown, 
And no les Vertuouſly improv'd your own ; 
M Tha: 


or nm 
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That 'twill be doubtful, whether you do write, 
Or they have ated, at a Nobler height. 

You (of your Ancient Princes) have retriev'd 

More than the Ages knew in which they liv'd ; 
Explain'd their Cuſtoms, and their Rights anew, 
Better-than all their Draids ever knew : 
Unriddled thoſe dark Oracles as well 
As thoſe that made 'em, cou d themſelves foretell. 


For as the Brittains long have hop'd in vain, 


Arthur wou'd come to Govern them again: 
You have fulfill'd that Propheſie alone, 
And in your Poem plac'd him on his Throne. 


Such Magick Power has your prodigious Pen, 
To raiſe the Dead, and give new Life to Men; 
Make Rival Princes meet in Arms, and Love, 
Whom diſtant Ages did fo far remove. | 
For as Eternity has neither paſt, 

Nor future, (Authors ſay) nor firſt, nor laſt ; 
But 
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But is all inſtant : Your Eternal Muſe 
All Ages can to any one reduce. 
Then why ſhould You (whoſe Miracles of Art 
Can Life at Pleaſure to the Dead impart) 
Trouble in vain your better buſt'd Head, 

T obſerve what times they liv'd in, or were dead. 
For, ſince you have ſuch Arbitrary Pow, 

le were defeRt in Judgment to go lowr; 

Or ſtoop to things lo pitifully lewd, 

As uſe to take the Vulgar Latitude. 

For no Man's fit to read what you have writ, 
That holds not fome proportion with your Wir. 
As Light can no way but by Light appear, 
He muſt bring Senſe, that underſtands it here. 


M 2 On 
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On the ſame. 
By Dr. S— 
Our Book our old Knight Errants Famerevives, 


Writ in a Stile agrecing with their Lives. 
All Rumours ſlrength their Prowels did ourgo, 
All Rumours Skill your Verſes far outdo : 
To praiſc the We/fs the World muſt now combine, 
Since to their Lecks you do your Lawrel joyn: 
Such lofty ſtrains your Country's Story fit, 
Who& Mountains nothing equals, but your Wit, 


Bondaca, were ſhe ſuch, as here we fe 
(ln Brittiſh Paint) none cou'd more dreadful be: 
With naked Armics ſhe encounter d Rome, 
Whoſe Strength with naked Nature you o recome. 
Nor let ſmall Criticks blame this mighty Qyeen, 
That in King Arthur's time ſhe here is ſeen : 
You 


a——_}?ÞAm_e. ads 
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You that can make immortal by your Song, 
May well one Life four hundred Years prolong. 
Thus Yirgil bravely dar'd for Dids's Love, 

The fertled courſe of Time and Years to move. 
Though him you imitate in this alone, 

In all things elſe you borrow he!p from none 8 
No Antick Tale of Greece or Rome you take, 
Their Fables and Examples you forſake. 

With true Heroick Glory you diſp'ay 

A Subjet new, writ in the neweſt way. 


Go forth, great Autbor, for the World's delight ; 
Teach it, whatnone e're taught you, how to write : 
They talk ſtrange things that Ancient Poets did ; 
How Trees, and Stones they into Buildings lead : 
For Poems to raiſe Cities, now, 'tis hard, 


But yours,at leaſt, will build half Pax?s Church-yard. 


M 3 Another 


—_ 
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Another on the ſame, 


By Mr. Mat. Clifford. 


ith Envy, Criticks, you'l this Poem read, 
Whoſe Author's Wit does more than Man 
exceed ; 
Where all's ſo good alike, no Man can fay 
This may be added, or that par'd away : 
Where all's ſo new, no ſearch can ever trace 
The Perſons mention'd, in their Time, or Place. 
Great Soul of Nature, which doſt Books defie, 
And their weak aid in this chy Hiſtory ; | 
'Thou art no Slave to Rule, or Preſident ; 
Where others imitate, thou doſt invent. 
It is, we grant, all thy Invention ; 
£ 2e Language too, intirely iz thy own : 


Thoy 
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—— 


Thou leav'it as Traſh, below thy great pretence, 
Grammar to Pedants; and to plain Men, Senſe: 
But as, in this thy matchleſs Poetry, 

Thou follow'ſt none, fo none can follow Thee. 


On the ſame. 


By tne Ld. V. 


Onder not, Sir, that Praiſes yet ne're due 
To any other, are yet heap'd on You: 

'Twas Envy robb'd you of your Praiſe before; 
Men ſee their faults, and Envy now no more. 
'Tis but your Merit, nor can juſlly ſuch, 
Which gave too little once, now give too much. 
Your Princes do all Poetry ſurpaſs 
As much as Pen-main-maur exceeds Parnaſs. 
M 4 ; le 


The T HIRD PART 


166 


It is ſo great a Prodigy of Wit, 
That Art and Nature both fall ſhort of it: 
For leaving Art, and left of Nature too, 


Your Poem has no other Muſe than You. 


On theſe two Verſes. 


Our of thc ſame. 


But Fame had ſent forth all her nimble Spies 
Toblaze this Match and lend toFate ſome yes. 


By the Duke of Buckingham. 


UT wherefore all this pother about Fame? 
A Man mightſay, fays one : the very fame 


Demand might well be made, another cries, 


| Ot Fatez and holy ir got, from Fame, ſuch Eyes ? 


'Tis 
* ST 
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"Tis well; you're witty Perſons both, fay I; 
Yet to your Wit this boldly Tl reply : 

Fate is the Twin of Chance, by which you find 
Fate muſt needs ſee,except that Chance were blind : 
For, among Friends, 'twere Inequality 

To think one ſhou'd be blind, and t'other ſee. 
Now tell me, Criticks, do not all the Wiſe 
Profeſs that which they ſee, they fee with Eyes? 
And the ſame Figure do not I advance, 

When I proteſt, I ſaw a thing by Chance 2 
Since then ſo various things by Chance we ſee, 
Fate might have Eyes to multiplicity 

But our mild Author fays, it has but ſome ; 
Thus, Critick vile, thus I have ſtruck thee dumb : 
And thus ſubſcribe my ſelf, with Heart, and Hand, 
The Author's Friend, moſt Humble Servant, and 


Buckingham. 


T O 
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TO THE 


Prince and Princess 
OF 


ORANGE, 


Upon Their 


MARRIAGE. 


Written by 


Mr. NAT. LEE. 


(have won 
AIL, happy Warriour! hail! whoſe Arms 


The faireſt Jewel in the Engliſh Crown. 
Happy in famous Dangers in the Field, 

Happy in Courts which brighteſt Beauties yield. 
Oh Prince! whoſe Soul is known fo juſtly great, 
As if that Heav'a took leiſure to create ; 


Firſt 
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Firſt, the rich Oar refin'd, then did allay, 
Stampt thee his own, not ſhuffl'd thee away. 
With wonder thus we all thy temper prize, 
Not but th'art bold and brave, as thou art wiſe. 
Like the cool Engliſh, who approach their Fate 
With awe, and gravely firſt with Death debate. 
They kindle ſlowly, but when once on Fire, 
Burn on, and in the blaze of Fame expire. 


Hail Princeſs! hail! thou faireſt of thy Kind ! 
Thou ſhape of Angels, with an Angel's Mind ! 
Whoſe Vertues ſhine, but fo as to be born, 

Clear as the Sun, and gentle as the Morn. 

Whoſe brighter Eyes like lambent Glories move, 
And ev'ry glance wounds like a Dart of Love. 
How well, oh Prince, how nobly haſt thou fought, 
Since to thy Arms the Fates ſuch Beazty brought! 


Methinks 
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Methinks I hear thee in thy Nuptial Bed, 
When o're the Royal Maid thy Arms were ſpread. 


Enough, kind Heav'n, well was my Sword em- 
ploy'd, 

Since all the Bliſs Earth bolds ſhall be enjoy'd. 
Pains I remember now with vaſt delight, 
Well have I brav'd the thund'ring French in fight, 
My hazards now are Gains, and if my Blood 
In Battel mix and raiſe the yulgar Flood, 
Her Tears (for ſure ſhe'll be ſo good to mourn) 
Like Balm ſhall heal the Wounds when I return. | 


But heark, 'tis rumour'd that this happy pair 
Muſt go, the Prince for Holand does declare, 
Call'd to the Buſineſs of Important War. 

Go then, if thy Departure be agreed, 
Your Friends muſt weep, your Enemies ſhall bleed. 
And 
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——_ 


L 


And if in Poets minds, thoſe vaſter Souls, 
Where all at once the vaſt Creation rouls, 
To whom the Warriour is as much oblig'd, 
As to Relievers Towns that are beſicgd. 
(For Death would to their ARts an end afford, 
Did not Immortal Verſe out-do the Sword) 
If ought of Propheſic their Souls inſpire, 
And if their fury gives a folid Fire, 
Soft ſhall the Waftage be, the Seas and Wind, 
Calm as the Prince, and as the Princeſs kind. 
The World, why ſhould not Dreams of Poetstake) 
As well as Prophets who but dream awake? 
I aw them launch, the Prince the Princeſs bore; 
While the ad Court ſtood crowding on the Shore. 
The Prince ſtill bowing on the Deck did ſtand, 
And held his weeping Princeſs by the hand. 


Which 
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Which waving oft, ſhe bid them all farewAll, 
And wept as if ſhe wou'd the Occan ſwell. 


Farewel! thou beſt of Fathers, beſt of Friends! 

While the mov'd Duke, with a heav'd Sigh, com- 
mends 

To Heav'n the Care; in Tears his Eyes wou'd 
ſwim, 

But Manly Vertue binds them to the brim. 

Farewel (ſhe cry'd) my Siſter, thou dear part, 

Thou ſweeteſt part, of my divided Hearr. 

To whom 1 all my Secrets did unfold, 

Dear Casket! who did all my Treafares hold. 

My little Love ! her Sighs ſhe did renew, 

Once more (oh Heavens) a long and laſt a- 
dicy ! 


Part ! 
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Part! muſt I ever loſe thoſe pretty Charms ? 
Then ſwoons, and finks into the Prince's Arms. 
The Court beheld, and wept. 


Streight from their Griefs the pompous Navy fled 
So faſt, as if our Sighs increas'd their ſpeed. 
When of a ſudden, from the Reedy Court, 

The 7rytons all with their griev'd God reſort ; 
In Troops upon the wandring Waves they glide, 
And round their lifted Lord in Triumph ride. 
At their firſt call the ſinging Mermaids come, 
While the crown'd Do/phins laſh the Silver Foam. 


Thus waited, the glad Prince beheld from far 
The Belgick Shore, and heard the ſound of War. 
Some Hand unſeen Heav'ns Azzre Curtains drew 
To make this Mighty Triumph G —_— 
A thouſand Golden Heads peep'd forth to view. 


Cries, 
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Cries, Shouts, and clapping Hands, all Extafie, 
A hundred Cannons thundred to the Skie. 
The Thunder anſwering did my Dream deſtroy, 
And wak'd me from the Viſionary Joy. 


AGAINST 
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AGAINST 


EL O F 


When the King was at Oxford. 


Hoe agite, 6 Juvines, circumſpicit, & ftimulat vor, 
Materiamg; fibi Ducis indulgentia querit. 


vain Attempter of the Good and Great; | 
HT gone from our ſecure Retreat, p | 
With all thy dull uaweildy Train % 
That clog and curb the ative Brain, * 


Which elſe wou'd, like a merall'd Steed, run o're 
Vaſt Nature's yet unnumber'd Store; / 


N Ore 
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Ore flow'ry Meads, and painted Fields, 
And all the pleaſant Scenes that beautcous Learn- 
- ing yields. 
2+ 
We're doubly arm'd againſt thy Cheats, and Thee, 
(Thy Cheats which only find a place 
Among the Ignorant and Baſe, ) 
By Knowledge, and by Majeſty. 
Thou, conſtant Gueſt of every Popiſh Cell, 
Which doſt with Monks and Hermits dwell, 
Muſt leave, with them,this Sacred Ground ; 
Baniſh'd from King and Court, at leaſt, for ten 
Miles round. 
P 3. 
She's gone ; and now, methinks, an aRive fire 
Does all my willing Veins inſpire : 
My drowſic Senſes all anew 
Are waken'd by His pow rful view. 


The 
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The Glorious Ruler of the Morning, fo, 
But looks on Flow'rs,and ſtreight they grow, 
And when his Beams their Light unfold, 
Ripens the dulleſt Earth, and warms it into Gold, 
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—_ 


D —— 


What art thou, Love ! 


Written by 


Mr. 7. ALLESTRT. 


4 (Charms! 
Hat art thou Love! whence are thoſe 


That thus thou bear'ſt an C—_ 

For thee the Soldier quits his Arms, , 

The King turns Slave, the wiſe Man Fool. 

2. 

In vain we chaſe thee from the Field, 

And with cool thoughts reſiſt thy Yoke: 
Next Tide of Blood, alas! we yield, 

And all thoſe high Reſolves are broke. 


3. Can | 
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3- 
Can we c're hope thou ſhou'd'ſt be true, 
Whom we have found fo often baſe ? 
Cozn'd, and cheated, ſtill we view, 
And fawn upon the treacherous Face. 
4- 
In vain our Nature we accuſe ; 
And doat, becauſe ſhe fays we muſt: 
This for a Brute were an excuſe, 
Whoſe very Soul and Life is Luſt. 
5. 
To get our likeneſs! what is that! 
Our likeneſs is but Miſery ; 
Why ſhon'd I roil to propagate 
Another thing as vile as I 2 
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6. 
From Hands Divine our Spirits came, 
And Gods, that made us, did inſpire 
Something more Noble in our Frame, 
Above the Dregs of Earthly Fire. 
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VERSES 


Spoken before the 


Duke and Dutcheſs of YORK, 
AND 


Lich ANN, 


I Oxford Theatre, May the 21ft. 1683. 
By the Ld. S— and Mr. C——. 


Ld. S—— 
Great Sr, (Place, 
\ X J Hen laſt your Royal Brother bleſt this 
And all about did his kind Beams 
A Joy Divine was ſeen in ev'ry Face, (heat 
Till Fation drove our Guardian Angel hence. 
My. Com—_ 
Heav'n well did know how much our Frame cou'd 
Mingliog our Rapture with ſome fit allay; ae 
N 4 And 


4 


122 The THIRÞD PART 


And that, for future Bliſs, we might prepare : 
Wiſely reſerv'd the Bleſſing of this day. 
To the Duke. 
We miſs a Royal Brother by his ſide; 
Lil. Son 
(came, 
We long'd to ſee thoſe Charms which him o're- 
Mr. C—== To the Dutcheſs. 
You, Madam, was our only Joy and Pride, 
To the Lady Ann 
Who repreſented half the Sruarrs Name. 
Ld. S—— 
Wou'd you then know how mach you're welcome 
here? 
Think what a Joy in Loyal Breaſts did flow, 
When fatal Glofter all our hopes did bear, 
Which the Gods loſt ro ſhew their Care of Tos. 
When Fears and Jealouſies ran high,. and loud ; 
And Zeal miſtaken, blinded wilful Eyes, 


Heav'n 
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Heav'n ſhook the Rod to the Rebellious Croud, 
Threat'ning to ſnatch theGem,theycou'd not prize. 
Mr. C—— 
Oxford (we hope) will not diſpleaſe your view, 
Where Tort firſt learn'd the Rudiments of War ; 
Thoſe carly Vertues here in Bloſſom grew, 
Which now in growth, and full PerfeRtion, are. 
Tho' here new Towers and Buildings daily riſe ; 
And Arms thrown off, we wear the peaceful 
Gown: | 
Our Breaſts admit no change, know no diſguiſe ; 
Prepar'd withSwords andPens t aſſert the Crown. 
Ld. S—— 
This is the place, in which the Sacred Names 
Of Kings and Heroes annually refound ; 
The Triumphs, War and Peace, of Charles and 
James, 
From Age to Age, are with freſh Lawrels Crown'd. 
Mr. Com 
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Mr. Com 
As when a Prince's long expeRted Birth, 
GladseveryHeart,and each Muſe tunes her Voice : 
Or when the Captive Monarchs of the Earth 
To the Lady Ann. 
Beg to be Slaves, and in Your Chains rejoyce. 
Ld. S—— 
But why, in laſie Numbers, do we bind (fy ; 
Our thoughts? which ſhou'd in aRive Raptures 
As the Caleſtial Circles unconfin'd, 
And tun'd to their Eternal Harmony. 
Muſick's the Diale&t of happy Souls, 
When ſever'd from the Earth's unweildy Load ; 
The Univerſal Language of both Poles, 
Of the vaſt diſtant Natives underſtood. 
Let Inſtruments and Voices both combine 
To Celebrate the Glories of this Day : 
Let Art and Extaſies their Forces joyn, 
And in melodious Paths of Errour ſtray. Here 
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AE————_ 


Here they fate down, and Muſick playd 
which being ended, they flood up again, 
and ſpoke by way of Paſtoral. 


Ld. S-— Damon. 
Mr. C— Thyrfis. 


Damon. 

H ! Thyrſis, bow ſhall bumble Swains, 
A As thou and I, perform ſuch firains ? 
Can we a fitting Preſent make 
For us to gioe, or Theſe to take ? 

Thyrfis. 


The Garland, Chloris made, I'S bring, 
When I threw Strephon from the Ring : 


Though * 
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Though it ſbou'd Czlar's Birth-day Crown, 

Freſh Roſes will for that be blows. 
Damon. 

T have a Lamb a: white as Snow, 

Though half enzag'd to Pan by Yow: 

FT ſacrifice it here, for He 

Pan, or ſom: greater God muſt be. 
Thyrſfis. 

Why doft thou talk of Sacrifice, 

Theſe ſeem no anzry Deities. 


Wow d cruel Sylvia were here, 

She'd learn to think her ſelf leſs fair, 

And, in a Noble mixture, find 

Humility with Beauty joynd. 
Damon. 

Then may it pleaſe the Royal Three 

T” accept one hearty Wiſh from me : 
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By all true Swains be Daphnis fear'd, 

And no Whig:Wolves come nigh bis Herd. 
Both together. 

Then Tearly Flecatombs we'll pay, 

If every Spring bring ſach a May. 
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HUMAN LIFE: 
Supposd to be ſpoken by an Epicure, 


mn imitation of the ſecond Chapter 


of the Wiſdom of Solomon. 


A 
Pindarique O DE. 
Incribed to the 


Lord HUNSDON 


By Mr. FTALDEN. 


Hen will penurious Heav'n no more allow ! 


Is it for this he Lord of all appears, 


And his great Maker's Image bears ! 
To 


No moreon its own Darling Mar: beſtow ! 
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To toil beneath a wretched State, 
Oppreſt with Miſerics and Fate: 
Beneath his painſul Burthen groan, 
G And, in this beaten Road of Life, drudge on ! 
Amidſt our Labours we poſlefs 
No kind allays of Happineſs: 
No ſoftning Joys can call our own, 
To make this bitter Drug go down ; 
Whilſt Death an cafie Conqueſt gains, 
And the infatiate Grave in endlefs Triumph Reigns, 
With Throes,and Pangs,into the World we come, 
The Curſe and Burthen of the Womb : 
Nor wretched to our ſelves alone, 
Our Mothers Labours introduce our own. 
In Crys and Tears our Infancy we waſte, 
Thoſe fad Prophetick Tears that flow, 
By inſtin& of our future Woe ; 
And even our dawn of Life with Sorrow's overcaſt. 
Thus 


wo The THIRD PART 


<_——_— 


Thus we toil out a reſtleſs Age, 
Each his laborious part muſt have, 
Down from the Monarch to the Slave, 
Act o're this Farce of Life, then drop beneath the 
Stage. 


SZ. 
From our firſt drawing Vital breath, 
From our firſt ſtarting from the Womb, 
Until we reach the deſtin'd Tomb, 

We all are poſting on, to the dark Goal of Death. 
Life, like a Cloud that fleets before the Wind, 
No Mark, no kind Impreſſion, leaves behind ; 

"Tis ſcatter'd like the Winds that blow, 
Boiſterous as them, full as inconſtant too, 
That know not whence they come, nor where 

they go. 

Here we're detain'd a while, and then 

Become Originals again : 

t Tims, 
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Time ſhall a Man to his firſt ſelf reſtore, 
And make him intire nothing, all he was before. 
No part of us, no remnant ſhall furvive! 
And yet we impudently fay, we live: 

No! we but ebb into our ſelves again, 
And only come to be, as we had never been. 


z- 
Say, learned Sage, thou that art mighty wiſe! 
Unriddle me theſe Myſteries : 
What is the Soul, the Vital Heat 
That our mean Frame does acimate ? 
What is our breath, the breath of Man, 
That buoys his Nature up,and does even Life ſuſtaia? 
Is it not Air, an empty Fume, 
) A Fire that does ir ſelf confume ? 
A warmth that in a Heart is bred, 
A lambent Flame with heat and motion fed. 


(#) Extin» 
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Extingviſh that, the whole is (gone, 
This boaſted Scene of Life is done : 
Away the Phantome takes its flight, 
Dama'dtoaloathſom Grave, and an Eternal Night. 
The Soul, th' Immortal part we boaſt, 
In one conſuming Minute's loſt : 
To its firſt Source it muſt repair, 
Scatter with Winds, and flow with common Air. 
Whilſt the fall'n Body, by.a ſwift decay, 
Reſolves into its Native Clay : 
For Duſt and Aſhes are its ſecond Birth, 
And that incorporates too, with its great Parent 
(Earth, 
4- 
Nor ſhall our Names, or Memories ſurvive, 
Alas, no part of Man can live! 
The empty blaſts of Fame ſhall die, 
| And even thoſe Nothings taſto Mortality, 
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In vain, to future Ages, we tragſmic 
Heroick Aqts, and Monuments of Wit : 


In vain, we dear-bought Honours leave, 


To make our Aſhes gay, and furniſh out a Grave. 
Ah Treacherous Immortality | 
For thee, our ſtock of Youth we waſte, 
And urge on Life, that ebbs too faſt ; 
To purchaſe thee with Blood, the Valiant fly, 
And tofurvive in Fame, the Great and Glorious die. 
Laviſh of Life, they ſquander this Eſtate, 
And for a poor Reverſion wait : 
Bankrupts and Miſers, to themſelves they grow, 
Imbitter wretched Life, with Toils and Woe, 


To hoord up endleſs Fame,they know nct where, or 
(how. 
5. 


Ahthink,myFriends,how ſwift the Minutes haſte! 
The preſent Day intirely is our own, 


O 2 Then 
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| 
Then ſeize the Bleſſing e're 'tis gone : 

| To Morrow, fatal ſound ! ſince this may be our laſt. 
| Why do we boaſt of Years, and ſum up Days! 
Tis all imaginary ſpace : 

| To day, to day is our Inheritance, 
'Tis all penurious Fate will give, 
Poſterity'll ro Morrow live, (hence. 
Our Sons crowd on behind, our Children drive us 
' With Garlands then your Temples Crown, 
b And lie on Beds of Roſes down : 

| Beds of Roſes we'll prepare, 

Rofes that our Emblems are. 

A while they flouriſh on the Bough, 

And drink large draughtsof Heav'nly Dew , 
Like us, they ſmile, are young, and gay, 


And like us too, are Tenants for a day, 
Since with Night's blaſting breatb,they vaniſh ſwiſt 


away. 


6. Bring 
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6. 
Bring chearful Wine, and coſtly Sweets prepare! 
'Tis more than frenzy now to ſpare: 
Let cares and buſineſs wait a while, 
Old Age affords a thinkiog Interval ; 
Or if they muſt a longer hearing have, 
Bid them attend below, adjourn into the Grave. 
Then gay and ſprightly Wine produce, 
Wines that Wit and Mirth infuſe : 
That feed, like Oyl, th' expiring Flame, 
Revive our drooping Souls, and prop this tottering 
Frame. 
That when the Grave our Bodies has engroft, , | 
When Vertues ſhall forgotten lie, 
With all their boaſted Piety, 
Honours, and Titles, like our ſelves, be loſt ; 
Then our Recorded Vice ſhall flouriſh on, 
And our Immortal Riots be for ever known, 
0: 3 This, 
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This, this is what we ought to do, 
The great Deſign, the grand Afair below! 
Since bounteous Nature's plac'd our Stuard here, 
Then Man his Grandure ſhov'd maintain, 
And in exceſs of Pleaſure Reign, 
Keep up his Character, and Lord of all appear, 


AM 
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T O 


Mr. WALLER 


UPON THE 


Copy of Verſes made by himſelf on the 
laſt Copy in bis Book. 


I. 
WW Shame, for all my fooliſh Youth had 

writ, | 
Advisd, 'twastime the Rhyming Trade to quit, 
Time to grow wiſe, and be no more a Wit— 
The Noble Fire, that animates thy Age, 
Once more enflam'd me with Poetick Rage. 

2 
Kings, Heroes, Nymphs, the Brave, the Fair, the 
Young, 

Have been the Theme of thy Immortal Song ; 
O 4 A 
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A Nobler Argument, at laſt, thy Muſe, 
Twothings Divine; Thee, and Her ſelf, does chuſe. 
3 
Age, whoſe dull weight makes vulgar Spirits bend, 

Gives Wings to thine, and bids it upward tend. 

No more confin'd, above the Starry Skies, 

Out, from the Body's broken Cage, it flies. 
4- | 

But oh! vouchſfafe, not wholly to retire, 

To joyn with, and compleat th' Etherial Quire! 

| Still bere remain! till on the 7hreſbold ſtand ; 

| Still at this diſtance view the promis'd Land, 

| | Tho' thou may'ſt ſeem, ſo Heav'nly is thy Senſe, 

| Not going thither, but new come from thence. 


ELEGY : 
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EL & G,YTy 


Occafion'd 
By the Reading and Tranſcribing 
Mr. Edmund Waller s Poem, 
OF 
DIVINE LOVE, 
Since his Death. 


By Mr. J. TALBOT. 


Uch were the laſt, the ſweeteſt Notes that hung 
&g Upon our dying Swan's melodious Tongue : 
Notts, whoſe ſtrong Charms the dulleſt Ear might 

move, 

And melt the hardeſt Heart in flames of Love: 


Notes 
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Notes, whoſe Seraphic Raptures ſpeak a mind 
From Human Thoughts, and Earthly Drofs refin'd ; 
So juſt their Harmony, fo high their flight, 

With Joy I read them, and with Wonder write. 


Sure, happy Saint, this Noble Song was giv'n 
To fir Thee for th' approaching Joys of Heav'n : 
Love, wondrous Love, whoſe Conqueſt was thy 

Theme, 
Has taught thy Soul the airy way to climb; 
Love ſnatch'd Thee, like E/zjab to the Skie, 
In Flames that not conſume, but purifie : 
There with thy Felow- Angels mixt, and free 
From the dull load of dim Mortality ; 
Thou feel'ſt new Joys,and feed'ſt thy raviſh'd fight 
With unexhauſted Beams of Love and Light : 
And fure, bleſt Spirit, ro compleat thy Bliſs, 
In Heav'a thou ſing i this Song, or one like This. 

MOSCIHTS : 
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IDYL 1f. 
Done into ENGLISH 
N BY 
Mr. 7. R. 
hy 
ER Son not heard of, and by none deſcry'd, 
H In a ſhrill voice thus penfive Fen cry'd. . 
He who can News of a ſtray Capid tell, 


My Run-a-way, ſhall be rewarded well. 

His Fee for the obliging News is this, 

He may come hither, and demand a Kifs. 
. But if he can the Vagabond reſtore ; 
He ſhall have Kiſſes, and have fomewhat more. 
Amongſt a Hundred you the Boy may know, 
Large are his Tokens, and his Marks enow. 


Not 
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Not white his body, but reſembling Flame ; 
His Eyes all cruel, and his Heart the fame : 
| Soft are his words, where he deſigns no Love, 
Nor do his Heart and Tongue together move. 
Sweet is his Voice as Honey when he's pleas'd, 
But when enrag'd, how hard to be appeas'd! 
He always lies: 'tis a pernicious By, 
Fraud is his Sport, and Tyranny his Joy. 

Bold are his Eyes, divinely curl'd his Hair ; 
Small are his Hands, but oh! they kill from far! 
How great, how large is their extenſive Pow'r, 
From which great Plato's ſelf is not ſecure ! 
mo 


Swift as a Bird, he ſirikes an amorous Pair, 
Invades the inmoſt Fortreſs of the Fair. 
Small is his Bow, nor are his Arrows great, 

And yet ev n Theſe have reach'd the Heav'nly Seat. 


of MISCELL ANT POEMS. 203 


A Golden Quiver on his back he ties, 
Where his Artillery in dreadful orger lies. 
All cruel, all—but oh! the cruel Boy 
Does with his Taper Phebus ſelf annoy ; 
Torments ev'n me, his Mother, ruinsall my Joy. 
Charge him from me, if ſeen, with an arreſt ; 
Let pity be a Stranger to your breaſt. 
if you can ſeize him, lead the Captive bound, 
Let no compaſſion for his tears be found. 

1 Avoid his kiſſes, and his amorous wiles, _ 
There's worſe than Poiſon in his treacherous ſmiles. 
Nay, ſhou'd he offer you his arms, beware, 

| Of Arrows tipt with Fire have a care. 


AGAINST 
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AGAINSI 
ENJOYMENT. 


By Mr. TALDEN. 


WW” Love and Hare,as reſtleſs Monarchs fight, 
Who boldly dare invade another's Right: 
Yet when thro' all the dangerous toils they've run, 
Ignobly quit, th: Conqueſts they have won ; 
Thoſe charming hopes that made them valiant grow, 
» Palld with Enjoyment, makes them Cowards now, 


Our Paſſions only form our Happineſs, 
Hopes ſtill enlarge, as Fears contra it leſs: 
Hope with a gaudy ProfpeR feeds the Eye, 
Sooths every ſenſe, does with each wiſh comply ; 
But falſe Enjoyment, the kind Guide deſtroys, 
We loſe the Paſſion in the treacherous Joys. 
Like 


of MISCELLANT POEMS. 10g 


Like the gay Silk-worm, when it pleaſes moſt, 
lo that uograteful Web it ſpun, 'tis loſt, 


Fruition only cloys the Appetite, 
More does the Conqueſt, than the prize delight* 
One Vidtory gaind, another fills the mind, 
Our reſtleſs Wiſhes cannot be confin'd. 
Likeboiſterous waves,no ſett!'d bounds they-know, 
Fix at no point, but always ebb or flow. 


Who moſt expects, enjoys the pleaſure moſt, 
Tis rais'd by Wiſhes, by Fruition loſt : 
We're charm'd with diſtant views of happineſs, 
But near approaches make the proſpet leſs. 
Wiſhes, like painted Landſcapes, beſt delight, 
Whilſt diſtance recommends them to the fight : 
Plac'd afar off, they beautiful appear, 
But ſhow their courſe, and nauſeous colours, near, 
Thus 


- 
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Thus the fam'd Midas, when he found his Store, 
Increafing ſtill, and wou'd admit of more : 
With cager arms his ſwelling bags he preſt, 
And expeRtation only made him bleſt : 
But when a boundleſs Treaſure he enjoy'd, 
And every wiſh was with fruition cloy'd: 
Then damn'd to heaps, and ſurfeited with Oar, 
He curſt that Gold, he doated on before. 


% 
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PRIAMS 


Lamentation and Petition 
T O 
OO JEAN YT 


For the Body of his Son 


T7 ECT OK 
Tranſlated from the Greek of. 


Hamer, Thad, w. 


: | By Mr. CONGREFYVF. 
Beginning at this Line, 


"Ns 40g @wrnens «Tin Tezs wares OAvumv 
Epues:; 


ARGUMENT Introductory to this Tranflation. 


HeRor's Body, (after be was ſlain) remain'd ſtill in 
the Poſſeſhon of Achilles ; for which, Priam made 
great Lamentation, Jupiter had pity on him, and 

P ſ-ut 
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ſent Iris to comfort and direft him, after what 
manner he ſhoul go to Achilles's Tent, and how be 
ſhould there ranſom the Body of his Son. PF'riam 
accordingly orders his Chariot to be got ready, 
and preparing rich Preſents for Achilles, ſets for- 
ward to the Grecian Camp, accompany 4 by no 
body but his Herald Idaus.' Mercury, at Jupi- 
ter's Command, meets him by the way, in the Fi- 
gure of a young Grecian, and, after bemoaning his 
misfortunes, undertakes to drive his Chariot, unob- 
ſerved, through the Guards, and to the door of A- 
chilles's - Tent : which having perform'd, be diſco- 
ver'd himſelf a God, and groing him a ſhort In 
firuttion, how to move Achilles to Compaſhon, flew 
up to Fleavey, 


O ſpake the Ged,and Heav'nward took his flight: 
& When Priam from his Chariot did alight ; 


Leaving 14:zus there, alone he went 


With Solemn pace, into Achilles Tent. 


Heedlefs, he paſs'd through various Rooms of State, 


Until approaching where the Zero fate; 


There at a Fealt, the good old Priam found 
Jore's beſt belov'd, with all his Chiefs around : 
Two 


re, 


FO 


of MISCELLANT POEMS. 109 


Two only were t'attend his Perſon plac'd, 
Automedon and Aleymus ; the reſt : 


Ar greater diſtance, greater State expreſs d. 


Friam, unſeen by theſe, his entrance made, 
And at Achilles Feet his Aged Body laid, 
About his Knees, his trembling Arms he threw, 
And clasp'd 'em hard, as, they together grew ; 
Then, caught his Hands, and preſs'd, and kiſs d 

em cloſe, —Þ 

Thoſe Hands, th' inhumane Authors of his Woes 3 
Thoſe Hands, whoſe unrelenting Force had coſt 
Much of his blood, (for many Sons he loſt) 
Now bath'd in tears, he to his Cheeks did lay, 


As if he meant to waſh their Guilt away. 


But, as a Wretch who has a Murder done, 
And fceking Reſuge, does from Juſtice run ; 
P 2 Entring 
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Entring ſome Houſe,in haſte, where he's unknown, 
Creates amazement in the lookers on: 

So did Achilles gaze, furpriz'd to ſee 

The Godlike Priam's Roya! Miſery ; 


All on each other gaz'd, all in ſurprize 


And mute, yet ſeem'd to queſtion with their Eyes. 
Till he at length the Solemn filence broke ; 
And thus the venerable Suppliant ſpoke. 


Dwine Achilles, at your Feet behold 
A proſtrate King, in wretchedneſs grown old : 
Think on your Father, and then, look on me, 
His hoary Aze and helpleſs perſon fee ; 
So furrow'd are his Checks, ſo white his Hairs, 
Such, and ſo many his declining Years; 
Cou'd you imagine (but that cannot be) 
Cou'd you imagine ſuch, his Miſery ! 


Yet 
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Yet it may come, when, he ſhall be oppreſs'd, 
And Neighb'ring Princes lay his Country waſte ; 
Nay, at this time perhaps ſome pow rful Foe, 
Who will no Mercy, no Compaſſion ſhow, 
Ent'ring his Palace, ſees him feebly fly, 

And ſeek Protection, where no help is nigh. 


In vain, he may your fatal abſence mourn, 


And wiſh in vain for your delay'd return; 

Yet, that he hears you live, ſome comlort gives, 
And while he hopes (tho' vainly) he belicves: 

It glads his Soul to think, he once may lee 

His much-lov'd Son; wou'd that were granted me! 
But I, moſt wretched I!_ of all bereft! 

Of all my Royal Sons, how few are left! 

Yet fifry goodly Youths 1 had to boaſt, 

When firſts the Greeks invaded lion's Coaſt : 
Nineteen, the joyful Iſſue of one teeming Womb, 
Are now, alas! a mournfal Tribute to one Tomb ; 


P 3 Merci» 
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* Mercileſs War, this devaſtation wrought, 
And their ſtrong Nerves to Diſſolution brought. 


Still one was left, in whom was all my hope, 
My Age's comfort, and his Country's prop ; 
Hettor, my Darling, and my /aft Defence, 
Whoſe life alone, their deaths cou'd recompence : 
And, to compleat my ſtore of countleſs Woe, 
Him you have flain—of him bereav'd me too! 


For his ſake only, hither am I come; 
Rich Gifts 1 bring, and Wealth, an endleſs Sum; 
All to redeem that faral Prize you won, 
A worthleſs Ranſom for fo brave a Son. 


Fear the juſt Gods, Achilles ; and on me 
Wubh pity look, think you your Father ice ; 
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Such as I am, he is, alone in this, 

| can no cqual have in Miſeries ; 

Of all Mankind, moſt wretched and forlorn, 
Bow'd with ſuch weight, as never has been born, 
Reduc'd to kneel and pray to you, from whom 
The Spring and Source of all my, Sorrows come ; 
Wirh Gifts, to court mine and my Country's Baze, 
And kifs thoſe hands, which have my Children ſlain. 
He ſpake.- 


Now, ſadneſs o're Achilles face appears, 
And viewing Priam, for his Father fears ; 
That, and Compaſlion melt him into Tears. 
Then, gently with his hand he put away 
Old Priam's Face, bur he, till proſtrate lay, 


And there with tears, and ſighs, afreſh did moan 


Th untimely death, of his bcloved Son. 


P 4 


214 The THIRD PART 


But Paſſion diff 'rent ways, Achilles rurns, 

Now, he Patroclus, now, his Father mourns: 
Thus both with Lamentations fill'd the place, 
Till Sorrow ſeem'd to wear one common face. 
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As 


THE 


LAMENTATIONS 


0 ts 


Hecuba, Andromache, and Helen, 


Over the Dead Body of 


" "WECIGUDKE 
Tranſlated from the Greek of 


Homer. "Ddu«S. w. 
By Mr. CONGREFVE. 
Beginning at this Line, 
Hes 5 xeon r@® rulralo mio in altar, 


Connexion of this with the former Tranſlation. 


Priam, at laſt, moves Achilles to Compaſſion, and af 
ter having made bim Preſents of great value, ob- 
tains the Body of his Sen. Mercury awakens Pris 
am early in the Morning, and adviſes him to haſte 

% andy 
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away with the Body, left Agamemnon fhould be 
informed of his being in the Camp : He himſelf 
helps to harneſs the Mu es and Horſes, and com 
veys him ſafely, and wit'"o1+ noiſe, Chariot and ad, 
from amon; the Grecian Tents ; then fli's up to 
Heaven, leavin Priem and Idaxus to travel on 
with the Bady toward Troy. 


OW, did the Saffron Morn hcr cams Gilplay, 


Gilding the Face of Univerſal Day ; 
When mourning Priam to the Town return'd; 
Slowly his Chariot mov'd, as that had mourn'd ; 
The Mules, beneath the mangled Body go, 

As bearing, (now) unuſual weight of Woe. 
To Pergamus high top, Caſſandra flies, 

Thence, ſhe afar, the fad Proceſſion ſpies: 

Her Father and 14.z«s firlt appear, 

Then Hettor 's Corps extended on a Bier ; 

At which, her boundleſs gricf, loud Cries began, 


And, thus lamenting, thro the Streets ſhe ran : 


Hither, 
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Hither, ye wretched Trojans, bither all ! 
Behold the Godlike HeQtor's Funeral / 

If ere you went with Joy, to ſec bim come 
Adorn d with Conqueſt and with Lawrels home, 
Alſemble now, his Ranſom'd Body ſee, 


What once was all your Joy, now, all your Miſery | 


She ſpake,and ſtreight the num'rous Crow'd obey'd, 
Nor Man, nor Woman, in the City ſtaid; 
Common conſent of Grief had made 'em one, 
With clam'rous moan to Sc&as Gate they run, 
There, the lov'd Body of their F/cfor meer, 
Which they ,with loud and freſh lamentings, greet. 
His Rev'read Mother, and his Tender Wite, 
Equal in Love, in Griet had equal ſtrife : 

In Sorrow, they no Moderation knew, 
But wildly wailiog, to the Chariot flew ; 
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There,ſtrove the rowling Wheels to hold, while each 
Attempred firſt his breathleſs Corps to reach ; 
Aloud they beat their Breaſts, and tore their Hair, 
Rending around with ſhricks the fuff ring air. 


Now had the throng of People ſtop'd the way, 
Who wou'd have there lamented all the day, 

But Priam from his Chariot roſe, and ſpake, 
Trojans enough; 7ruce with your Sorrows mate ; 
Groe way to me, and yield the Chariot room, : 
Firſt let me bear my Hetor's Body home, 

Then mourn your fil. At this the Crowd gave way, 
Opening a Paſs, like Waves of a divided Sea. 


Ideu to the Palace drove, then laid, 

With care, the Body on a Sumpruous Bed, 

And round about were skilful Singers plac'd, 

Who wept, and figh'd, and in fad notes expreſs'd 
Their 


Their Moan; All, in a Choras did agree 
Of Univerſal, Mournful Z7armony. 


Andromache alone, no Notes cou'd find, 

No Mufick wild enough for her diſtralted Mind ; 

Her Grief, long ſmother'd, now from filence broke, 
And thus (cloſe preſſing his pale Checks) the ſpoke. 


Andromachc's Lamentation. 


O my loſt Husband! let me ever mourn 
Thy early Fate, and too untimely Ura : 
In the full Pride of Youth thy Glories fade, 
And thou in aſhes muſt with them be laid. 


Why is my_ Heart thus miſerably torn / 
Why am I thus diſtrefs'd! why thus forlorn ! 
Am I that wretched thing, « Widow left? 
Why do I live, who am of Liſe bereft! 
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Yet I were bleſt, were I alone undone ; 

Alas, my Child! where can an Infant run 2 
Unhappy Orphan / thou in Woes art nurſt ; 
Why were you born >—1 am with bleſſings curſt | 
For long e're thou ſhalt be to Manhood grown, 
Wide Deſolation will lay waſte this Town : 

Who is there now, that can Proteftion give, 
Since He,who was her ſtrength,no more doth live 2 
Who, of her Rev'rend Matrons; will have care ? 
Who, fave her Children from the Rage of War > 
For He to all Father and Husband was, 

And all are Orphans now, and Widows by his loſs. 


Soon will the Grecians, now, inſulting come 
And bear us Captives to their diſtant home ; 
I, with my Child, muſt the ſame Fortune ſhare, 
And all alike, be Pris ners of the War ; 
Mongſt baſe-born Wretches, he,his Lot muſt have, 
And be to ſome inhuman Lord, a Slave. 

_ Elſe 
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Elſe ſome avenging Greet, with Fury fill'd, 
Or for an only Son, or Father kill'd 
By Hedor's hand, on him will vent his Rage, 
And, with his Blood, his thirſty grief aſſwage ; 
For many fell by his relentleſs hand, 
Biting that ground, which, with their Blood was 
(ſtain'd. 
Fierce was thy Father (O my Child) in War, 
And never did his Foe in Battel ſpare ; 
Thence comethelſe ſuft'rings, which, ſo much have 
Much woeto all, but fure, to me the moſt. (coſt, 
| aw him not, when in the pangs of Death, 
Nor did my Lips receive his lateſt breath ; 
Why held he not to me his dying hand ? 
| And why receiv'd not I his laſt Command 2 
Something he wou'd have faid, had I been there, 


, Which I ſhou'd fill in fad remembrance bear ; 


For 
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For I cou'd never, never words forget, 
Which, Night and Day, I wou'd with Tearsrepeat. 


She ſpake, and wept afreſh, when all around, 
A gen'ral Sigh, difftus'd a mournful ſound. 


Then, Hecuba, who long had been oppreſt 
With boiling Paſſions, in her Aged Breeff, 
Mingling her words with ſighs and tears, begun 
A Lamentation for her Dazling Son. 


Hecuba's Lamentation. 


Hettor, my Joy, and to my Soul more dear 
Than all my other num'rous Iſſue were ; 
O my laſt Comfort, and my beſt belov'd ! 
| Thou, at whoſe fall, ev'n Fove himſelf was mov'd 
And ſent a God his dread Commands to bear, 


So far thou wert High Heav'n's peculiar care / 
v From 


—_ 


From fierce Achilles Chains thy Corps was freed ; 


So kind a Fate was for none elſe decreed : 

For all my other Sons, ta'ne by his hands, 

Were ſold like Slaves, and ſhipt to Foreign Lands. 
Thou too wert ſentenc'd by his barb'rous Doom, 
And dragg'd when dead, about Patroclus Tomb, 


And yet that Cruelty was usd in vain, 
Since all cou'd not reſtore his life again. 


His lov'd Patreclus whom thy hands had lain : ? 


Now freſh and glowing, even in death thou art, _ 


And fair as he who fell by Phebus Dart. 
Here weeping Hecaba her Paſſion ſtay, 
And Univerſal moan, again was made ; 
When Helen's Lamentation, hers ſupply'd, 
And thus, aloud, that fatal Beauty cry'd. 
Helen's Lamentation. 
O Hetlor, thou wert rooted in my Heart, 
No Brother there had hall fo large a part: 
Q Scarce 
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Scarce my own Lord, to whom ſuch love 1 bore 
That I forſook my Home ; ſcarce he had more / 


O would I ne're had fcen that fatal day, 
Would I had periſhd, when I came away. 


Now, twenty Years are paſt, fince that fad hour, 


When firſt I landed on this ruin'd Shoar. 

For Ruin (ſure) and I, together came / 

Yet all this time, from thee I ne're had blame, 
Not one ungentle word, or look of Scorn, 
Which I too often have from others born ; 

When you from thcir Reproach have ſet me free, 
And kindly have reprov'd their Cruelty: 

If by my Siſters, or the Queen revil'd, 

(For the good King, like you, was ever mild) 
Your kindneſs ſtill, has all my grief beguild. 
Ever in tcars let me your loſs bemoan, 


- Who had no Friend alive, but you alone : 
Al 
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All will reproach me now, where e're 1 paſs, 
And fly with Horrour from my bated Face. 
This faid ; he wept, and the vaſt throng was mov'd, 
And with a gen'ral $izh her Grief approv'd: 
When Priam(who had heard the mourning Crowd) 
Roſe from his Seat, and thus he ſpake aloud. 


Ceaſe your Lamentings, Trojans, for a while, 
And fell down Trees to build a Fun'ral Pile ; 
Fear not an Ambuſh by the Grecians laid, 

For with Achilles, twelve days Trace 1 made. 


He ſpake, and all obey 'd as with one mind, 
Chariots were brought,and Mules and Oxen Joyn'd ; 
Forth from the City all the People wenr, 
And nine days ſpace was in that labour ſpent: 
The tenth, a moſt ſtupendious Pile they made, 
And on the top the Manly Feftor laid, 

Q 2 Then 
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Then gave it fire, while all, with weeping eyes 
Beheld the rowling Flames and Smoak ariſe. 

All night they wept, and all the night it burn'd, 
But when the Roſic Morn with day return'd, 


About the Pile the thronging People came, 


And with black Wine quenche the remaining Flame. 
His Brothers then, and Friends ſcarch'd ev'ry where, 
And gath'ring up his Snowy Bones with care, 
Wept o're 'em ; when an Urn of Gold was brought, 
Wrapt in ſoft purple Palls, and richly wrought, 
In which the Sacred 4/ſbes were inter'd ; 
Then o're his Graye a Monument they rear'd. 
Mean time, ſtrong Guards vere placd, and careful 
To watch the Grecians,and prevent ſurprize. (Spies, 
The Work once ended, all the vaſt reſort 
Of mourning People, went to Priam's Court ; 
There, they refreſh'd cheir weary Limbs with reſt, 
Ending the Funral with a Solema Feaſt. 

PAR 4 


of MISCELLANT POEMS. 1227 


PARAPHRASE © 


UPON 
Horace. Ode. 19. Lib. I. 


By Mr. CONGREV F. 
Mater ſzva Cupidinum, &e. 


7 
He Tyrant Queen of oſt defires, 
FI With the refiſtlefs aid of ſprightly Wine 
And wanton Eaſe, confpires 
To make my Heart its peace reſign, 
And re-admit Loves long rejected Fires. 
For beauteous Glycera, 1 burn, 

The Flames fo long repell'd with double force return: 
Endleſs her Charms appear,and ſhine more bright 
Than poliſh'd Marble when refleQing light ; 
With winning coyneſs, ſhe my Soul diſarms, 
And when her looks are coldeſt, moſt ſhe warms: 

on Her 
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Her Face darts forth a thouſand Rays, 
Whoſe Luſtre, an unwary ſight betrays, 
My Eye-balls ſwim,and I grow giddy while | gaze. 


Z, 


She comes! ſhe comes! ſhe ruſhes in my Veins! 


At once all Yexus enters and at large ſhe reigns /« 


Cyprus, no more with her abode is bleſt, 

I am her Palace, and her Throne my Breſt. 

Of Savage Scytbian Arms, no more I write, 

Or Parthian Archers, who in flying fight 
And make rough War their [port ; 

Such idle. Themes, no more ſhall move, 
Nor any thing but what's of high import : 

And what's of high import, but Love ? 
Vervain and Gums, and the green Turf prepare ; 
With Wine of two years old, your Cups be fall'd ; 

After our Sacrifice and Pray r, 


The Goddeſs may incline her Heart to yield. 
HORACE. 
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Horace, Lib. IT. Og 14. 


Imitated by Mr. Congreve. 


Fheu Fugaces, Pofthume, Poſthume, 
l abuntur Anni, &c. 


\ H / No, 'tis all in vain, believe me 'ris 
"This Pious Arrtifice. 


Not all theſe Prayers and Alms, can Buy 

One Moment tow'rd Eternity. 

Eternity | that boundleſs Race, 

Which, 7 ime himſclf can never run: 
(Swift, as he flies, with an unweari'd pace,) 


Which, when Ten Thouſand, Thouſand Years 
(are done, 


Is ſtill the fame, and ill to be begun. 
Fix'd are thoſe Limits, which preſcribe 

A (ſhort Extent to the moſt laſting Breath, 

Q4 
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PET 


And though thou couldſt for Sacrifice, lay down 
Millions of other Lives to fave thine own ; 
'Twere fruitlefs all ; not all would bribe 
One Supernumerary Gaſp from Death. 
Il. 
In vain's thy Incxhauſted Store 
Of Wealth, in vain thy Pow'r, 
Thy Honours, Titles ; all muſt fail, 
Where Piety it ſelf does nought avail. 
The Rich, the Great, the Innocent and Juſt, 
Muſt all be huddl'd to the Grave, 
With the moſt Vile and Ignominious Slave, 
And undiſtinguiſh'd lie in Duſt. 
In vain, the Fearful, flies Alarms, 
In vain, he is ſecure, from wounds of Arms, 
In vain, avoids the Faithleſs Seas, 
And 1s confin'd to Home and Eafe, 
Bounding his Knowledg, to extend his Days. 
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In vain, are all thoſe Arts we try, 
All our Evaſions, and Regret to Die : 
From the Contagion of Mortality, 

No Clime is pure, no Air is free : 
And no Retreat 
s fo Obſcure, as to be hid from Fate. 


Thou muſt, alas! thou muſt my Friend ; 
(The very Hour thou now doſt ſpend 
In ſtudying to avoid, brings on thine end,) 
Thou muſt forego the deareſt Joys of Life ; 
Leave the warm Boſome of thy tender Wiſe, 


And all the mach lov'd Offspring of her 
(Womb, 


To moulder in the Cold Embraces of a Tomb. 
All muſt be left, and all be loſt ; 


Thy Houſe, whoſe ſtately StruQture fo 
(much col. 


Shall 


232 The THIRD PART 


n=m__— 


———_— 


Shall not afford 


Room for the ſtinking Carkaſs of its Lord. 


Of all thy pleaſant Gardens, Grots, and 
(Bowers, 


Thy Coſtly Fruits, thy far-fetch'd Plants and 


(Flow'rs: 
Nought ſhalt thou fave ; 
Unleſs a ſprig of Roſemary thou have, 
To wither with thee in the Grave: 
The reſt ſhall live and flouriſh, to upbraid 
Their Tranfitory Maſter Dead. 


IV. 


Then ſhall thy long-expeQing Heir, 
A Joyful Mourning wear : 
And Riot in the waſte of that Eſtate 
Which thou haſt taken ſo much pains to get. 
All thy hid Storics he ſhall unfold, 
And fet at large thy Captiv'd Gold. 
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That precious Wine, condemn'd by thee 
To Vaults and Priſons, ſhall again be free : 
Buricd alive, tho' now it lies, 
Again't ſhall riſe, 
Again its ſparkling Surſace ſhow, 
And free as Element, profulely flow. 


With ſuch choice Food he ſhall fer forth his 
(Feaſts, 


That Cardinals ſhall wiſh to be his Gueſts ; 
And pamper'd Prelates fee 


Themſelves out-done in Laxury. 
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An OD EF, 


In imitation of HOR ACE, 
Ode IX. Lib. r. 


By Mr. CONGREFYE. 


Vides ut alta, &C.___—— 


l, 
Leſs me, 'tis cold ! how chill the Air ! 


How naked decs the World appear ! 
But ſee (big with the Off-ſpring of the North) 
The teeming Clouds bring forth. 
A Show'r of ſoft and fleecy Rain, 
Falls, to new-cloath the Earth again. 
Behold the Mountain-Tops, around, 
As if with Furof Ermins crown'd: 
And lo! how by degrees 
The univerſal Mantle hides the Trees, 
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In hoary Flakes, which downward fly, 
As if it were the Autams of the Sky, 
Whoſe Fall of Leaf would theirs ſupply: 


Trembling, the Groves ſuſtain the Weight, 
(and bow 


Like aged Limbs, which feebly go 
Beneath a vencrable Head of Snow. 


il, 


Diffufive Could docs the whole Earth invade, 
Like a Diſcaſe, through all its Veins 'tis ſpread, 
And each late living Scream, is num'd and dead. 
Lets melc the frozen Hours, make warm the Air ; 
Let cheerful Fires So/'s tecble Beams repair ; 

Fill the large Bowl with ſparkling Wine; 

Let's drink,. till our own Faces ſhine, 

Till we like Suns appear, 

To light and warm the Hemiſphere. 
Wine can diſpence to all both Light and Heat, 
They 
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They are with Wine incorporate : 


That pow 'rful Juice, with which no Cold dares 
(mix, 


Which till is fluid, and no Froſt can fix : 
Let that but in abundance flow, 

And let it ſtorm and thunder, hail and ſnow, 
'Tis Heav'ns Concern; and let it be 
The Care of Heaven ſtill for me: 


Theſe Winds, which rend the Oaks and plough 
(the Seas ; 


Great Jove can, if he pleaſe, 
With one commanding Nod appeaſe. 


IL 
Seek not to know to Morrows Doom ; 


That is not ours, which is to come. 
The preſent Moment's all our Stcre : 
The next, ſhou'd Heav'n allow, 
Then this will be no more : 
So all our Lite is but one inſtant Now, 
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Look on each Day you've paſt 
To be a mighty Treaſure won : 


And lay each Moment out in haſte; 
We're ſure to live too faſt, 
And cannot live too ſoon. 
Youth does a thouſand Pleaſures bring, 
Which from decrepit Age will fly; 
Sweets that wanton ith' Boſome of the Spring. 
In Winter's cold Embraces dye. 


IV. 


Now, Love, that everlaſting Boy, igvites 
To revel while you may, in foft Delights : 
Now, the kind Nymph yields all-her Charms, 
Nor yields in vain to youthful Arms. 

Slowly ſhe promiſes at Night to mcer, 


But eagerly prevents the Hour with ſwiſter 
(Feet. 


To gloomy Groves and obſcure Shades ſhe flies, 
There 
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There vails the bright Confeſſion of 'her Eyes. 
Unwillingly ſhe ſtays, 
Would more unwillingly depart, 
And in ſoft Sighs conveys 
The Whiſpers of her Hearr. 
Still ſhe invices and ſtill denies, 
And vows ſhell leave you if y'are rude; 
Then from her Raviſher the flies, 
But flies to be purfu'd: 
If from his Sight ſhe does her ſelf convey, 
With a feign'd Laugh the will her felf betray, 
And cunningly inſtruQ him in the way. 
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T O 


The Dutcheſs, 


On Her Return from 


SCOTL AN D: 


In the Year 1682. 
By Mr. DRYDEN. 


Hen FaQtious Rage to cruel Exile, drove 
The Queen of Beauty, and the Court of 
The Muſes droop'd, with their forfaken Arts, (on 
And the ſad Cupids broke their uſeleſs Darts. 

Our fruitful Plains to Wilds and Defarts turn'd, 
Like Edens Face when baniſh'd Man it mourn'd: 


Love was no more when Loyalty was gone, 


The great Supporter of [is awful Throne, 
Love cou'd no longer after Beauty ſtay, 
But wander'd Northward to the verge of day, : 
As if the Sun and He had loſt their way. 
R Bur 
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But now th' Illuſtrious Nymph return'd again, 


Brings every Grace Triumphant in her Train: 
The wondring Nereids, tho' they rais'd no ſtorm, 
Foreſlow'd her paſſage to behold her form : 
Some cry'd a Fenns, ſome a Theti paſt: 

But this was not fo fair, nor that fo chaſt. 

Far from her ſight flew FaRtion, Strife and Pride: 
And Envy did but look on her, and dy'd. 

What c're we ſuffer'd from our fullen Fate, 

Her fight is purchas'd at an caſfic rate: 

Three gloomy Years againſt this day were ſet : 
But this one mighty Sum has clcar'd the Debt. 
Like Joſeph's Dream, but with a better doom; 
The Famine paſt, the Plenty ſtill ro come. 

For Her the weeping Heav'ns become ſerene, 
For Her the Ground 1s clad in cheerful green: 
For Her the N:ghtingales are taught to ſing, 


And Nature has for Her delay'd the Spring, 
The 
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The Muſe reſumes her long- forgotten Lays, 

And Love, reſtor'd, his Ancient Realm ſurveys ; 

Recails our Beauties, and revives our Plays. 

His Waſt Dominions peoples once agaia, 

And from Her Preſence dates his ſecond Reign. 

But awful Charms on her fair Forehead fir, 

Diſpenſing what ſhe never will admit. 

Pleaſing, yet cold, like Cynthia's filver Beam, 

The Peoples Wonder, and the Poct's Theam. 

Diſtemper'd Zeal, Sedition, canker'd Hate, 

No more ſhall yex the Church, and tear the State ; 

No more ſhall FaQtion civil Diſcords move, 

Or only Diſcords of too tender Love : 

Diſcord like that of Mufick's various parts, 
Diſcord that makes the harmony of Hearts, 

| Diſcord that only this diſpute ſhall bring, 

Who beſt ſhall love the Duke, and lerve the King, 


R 2 F-- 
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SON G 


St. CECILIA's Day,1687. 


Written by 


Jobn Dryden, Eſq; 


And Compos'd by 


Mr. Jobn Baptiſt Draght. 


L. 
Rom Harmony, from Heav'nly Harmony 
F This Univerſal Frame began. 
When Nature underneath a heap 
Of jarring Aroms lay, 
And cou'd not heave her Head, 
The tuncful Voice was heard from high, 
Ariſe 
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Ariſe ye more than dead. 
Then cold, and hot, and moiſt, and dry, 
In order to their ſtations leap, 
And Muzs1cx's Pow obey. 
From Harmony, from Heav'nly Harmony 
This Univerſal Frame began : 
From Harmony to Harmony 
Through all the compaſs of the Notes it ran, 
The Diapaſon cloſing full in Man. 


pn 


What Paſſion cannot Mus1c x raiſe and quell ! 
When Juhal ſtruck the corded Shell, 
His liſMt'ning Brethren ſtood around 
And wondring, on their Faces fell 
To worſhip that Celeſtial Sound. 
Leſs than a God they thought there cou'd not dwell 
Within the hollow of that Shell 


R 3 
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That ſpoke lo ſweetly and fo well. 
What Paſſion cannot Mus 1c « raiſe and quell! 


3- 
The Tzxumrzrs loud Clangor 


Excites us to Arms 

With ſhrill Notes of Anger 
And mortal Alarms. 

The double double double beat 
Of the chundring Daua 


Cries, heark the Foes come ; 
Chare, Charge, 'us too late to retreat. 
4 
The foft complaining Frur s 
In dying Notes diſcovers 
The Woes of hopeleſs Lovers, 
Whoſe Dirge is whiſper'd by the warbling Lure, 


F+ Sharp 
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5. 
Sharp V10t1xs proclaim 
Their jealous Pangs, and Deſperation, 
Fury, frantick Indignation, 
Depth of Pains, and height of Paſſion, 
For the fair, diſdainful Dame. 
6. 
But oh ! what Art can teach 
What human Voice can reach 
The facred Oxcoans praiſe ? 
Notes infpiring holy Love, 
Notes that wing their Heav'aly ways 
To mend the Choires above. 


= 
# . 


Orphens cou'd lead the favage race; 
And Trees unrooted left their place ; 
Sequacious of the Lyre: 
But bright CECILIA rais'd the wonder high; 
R 4 When 
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When to her On6ax, vocal Breath was giv'n 
An Angel heard, and ſtraight appear'd 
Miſtaking Earth for Heav'n. 
Grand CHORUS 


As from the pow r of Sacred Lays 
The Spheres began to move, 
And ſung the great Creator's praiſe 


To all the bleſi'd above ; 
So when the laſt ard dreadful hour 
This crumbling Pageant ſhall devour, 
The Tzumynr ſhall be beard on high, 
The Dead ſhall le, the Living die, 
And Mus1cx ſhall antune the Sky. 
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T O 


Mr. DRYDEN 


BY 
Mr. 70. ADDISON. 


Ow long, Great Poet, ſhall thy Sacred Lays, 
Provoke our Wonder, and tranſcend our 
| (Praiſe ? 
Can neither Injuries of Time, or Age, 
Damp thy Poetick Heat, and quench thy Rage ? 
Not fo thy Ovid in his Exile wrote, 
Grief chill'd his Breeft,and checkt his rifing Thought ; 
Penſive and ſad, his drooping Muſe betrays 


The Reman Genius in its laſt Decays. 


Prevailing Warmth has ſtill thy Mind poſſeſt, 
And ſecond Youth is kindled in thy Breafe. 
Thou 


- 
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Thou mak't the Beauties of the Romans known, 
And Emnz/aud boaſts of Riches not her own ; 

Thy Lines have heighten'd Firgil's Majeſty, 

And Horace wonders at himſelf in Thee. 

Thou teacheſt Perfrus to inform our Iſle 

In ſmoother Numbers, and a clearer Stile ; 

And Juvena! inſtructed in thy Page, 

Edges his Satire, and improves his Rage. 

Thy Copy caſts a fairer Light on all, 

And till out-ſhines the bright Original, 


Now Ovid boaſts th' advantage of thy Song, 
And teils his Story in the Brittiſh Tongue ; 
Thy charming Verſe, and fair Tranſlations ſhow 
How thy own Lawrel firſt began to grow ; 


How wild Lycaoz chang'd by angry Gods, 
And frighted at himſelf, ran howling through the 
Woods. 
O mayſt 
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O may'ſ thou ſtill the Noble Tale prolong, 
Nor Age, nor Sickneſs interrupt thy Song : 
Then may we wondring read how Human Limbs, 
Have water'd Kingdoms, and diſſolv'd in Streams ; 
Of thoſe rich Fruits that on the Fertile Mould 
Turn'd yellow by degrees, and ripen'd into Gold : 
How ſome in Feathers, or a ragged Hide 
Have liv'd a ſecond Life,and different Natures try'd. 
Then will thy Ovid, thus transform'd, reveal 
A Nobler Change than he himſelf can tell. 


Mag. Coll. Oxon, 
June 2. 1693. 
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T 0 
Mr. DRYDEN, 


On His 


TRANSLATION 


PERSIUS. 


Mr. B, HIGGONS. 


S$ Mariners at Seca, far oft defcry 
Some unknown Land,and paſs regardleſs by, 
Their Charts ſome eminent Cape, ar Mountain tell, 
And all the reſt but Blanks and Cyphers fill ; 
So we at diſtance gloomy Perf view'd, 
But none approach'd, and his rough Tracts purſu'd, 
Till 
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Till mighty Dryden ventur'd firſt on Shoar, 
And the dark unknown Region did explore : 
Dreſt by thy artful Hand, he does appear 
Bright and perſpicuous, as he is ſevere : 
With this rich Preſent you oblige our Iſle, 
And in his Urn make Perf Aſhes ſmile ; 
By thee preſerv'd from the ignoble Grave, 
Whoſe Repatation will his Credit fave. 

If with another's Arms fo keen you fight, 


How will your own well-pointed Satire bite ? 
Our Vices, as old Rome's, are not fo few, 

And we do wait to be chaſtis'd by you; 

To ſee unchain'd thy Generous Muſe's Rage, 

At once t' oblige, and laſh an Impious Age: 
What don't the wongring World expe from thee ? 


Thou haſt more cauſe, a greater Per/ius we- 
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Nor is thy Talent to our Art confin'd, 
But Univerſal as thy boundleſs Mind :* 
Thy knowing Muſe all forts of Men does teach, 
Philoſophers inſtrudts to live, Divines to preach, 


Stateſ-men to govern, Generals to fight, 


At once Mankind you profit and delight. 
Virtue ſo lovely dreſt by thee, doth ſhine, 
So bright appears in each inſtruRting Line : 


Vaſt the Ideas which from thee we take, 


While the dull Pulpits no impreſſion make. 


But where to Love thy ſofter thoughts unbend, 
There all the Graces on thy Muſe attend. 
Thy charming Numbers do our Souls inthrall, 
The Rigid melt, and we turn Lovers all ; 
The Cupids dance in ev'ry Ladies eye, 
Who reading Love as they were ating, die. 
T 0 
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T O 
Sir GODFREY KNELLER, 


Drawing 
My Lady Hiye's Picture. 
By Mr. B. HIGGONS. 


He Cyprian Queen drawn by Apelles's hand, 
T of perfet Beauty did the Pattern ftand, 
But then bright Nymphs fromev'ry part of Greece, 
Did all contribute to adorn the Piece, 

From each a ſeveral Charm the Painter took, 
(For no one Mortal fo divine cou'd look ) 
But, happier Xeller, Fate preſents to you 

In one that finiſh'd Beauty, which he drew. 
But oh, take heed, for vaſt is the deſign, 
And Madneſs were for any Hand but thine. 
For mocking Thunder bold Sa/monews dies, 


And 'tis as raſh to imitate her Eyes. 


SONG 
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SONG ona 


LAD Y indiſposd. 


© By Mr. B. HIGGONS. 
LAYTA's Eyes, like Fires ſuppreſt, 
F More fiercely flame again, 
Nor can her Beauty be decreaſt, 
Nor alter'd by her Pain ; 


Thoſe various Charms which round her play, 
And do her Face adorn, 

Still as they ripned fall away, 
Freſh Beauties ſtill are born : 


So doth it with the Lovers fare, 
Who do the Dame adore, 

One fit of Love kil!'d by Deſpair, 
Another rages more. 
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SONG 


TD &4 
Fair, Young LADY, 
Going out of the TOWN | 


SPRING. 


By Mr. DRIDEN. 


I. 
SK not the Cauſe, why fullen Spring 
So long delays her Flow'rs to bear ; | 


Why warbling Birds forget to ſing, 
And Winter Storms invert the Year - | 
S Colors 
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Chlors is gone ; and Fate provides 


To make it Sprizg, where the reſides. 
2, 
Chloris is gone, the Cruel Fair ; 
She caſt not back a pitying Eye: 
But leſt ber Lover in Deſpair ; 
To ſigh, to languiſh, and to die : 
Ah, how can thoſe fair Eyes endure 
To give the Wounds they will not cure ! 
J- 
Great God of Love, why haſt thou made 
A Face that can all Hearts command, 
That all Religions can invade, 
And change the Laws of ev'ry Land ? 
Where thou had(ſt plac'd ſuch Pow'r before, 
Thou ſhou'dit have made hcr Mercy more. 


4. When 
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When Chlers to the Temple comes, 
Adoring Crowds before her fall ; 

She can reſtore the Dead from Tombs, 
And evry Life but mine recall. 

| only am by Love deſign'd 

To be the Victim for Mankind. 
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A SON G. 


B Y 
My LA4. R. 
Hile in Divine Panthea's Charming Eyes, 
I view the naked Boy, that basking lies, 
I grow a God; fo bleſt, ſo bleſt am I, 
With Sacred Rapture, and Immortal Joy, 


But abſent, if ſhe ſhines no more, 
And hides the Suns that I adore ; 
Straight, like a Wretch, deſpairing 1 
Sigh, Languiſh in the Shade, and die. 


Oh, I were loſt in endleſs Night, 
If her bright Preſence brought not Light ! 
Then I revive, bleſt as before; 
The Gods themſelves can be no more, 
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BY 


My La. R. 


Þ*: Fair Sapho, one that dies 
A Vidtim to your beauteous Eyes : 


For while on them I dare to gaze, 
Their dazling Glories ſo amaze, 
My Soul does melt with new Deſire, 
I rave, I burn with ſecret Fire, 
And, Bleding the dear Cauſe, expire. 


" 


S 3 
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A 


PAAN, or SONG 


OF 


TRIUMPH, 


ON TI HE 


Tranſlation and Apotheofis 


OF 


King Char/es the Second. 


By my Ld. R. 


'O Muſe, to whom the Glory does belong, 


To make Great M:n live in Immortal Song! |: 
In loity Numbers, teach me how to ſing, 
To tune the Lyre, and ſtrike the ſounding String: | 
Good Kings are number'd with Immortal Gods, 
When hence tranſlated to the bleſt Abodes ; 


For 
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For Princes (truly Great) can never dye, 
They only lay aſide Mortality ; 

So Charles the Gracious is not dead, 

But to his Kindred Stars is fied ; 

There happy, and Supremely bleſt, 

With Mighty Jove, his Sire, does feaſt, 

See how with Majeſty Divine, 

And dazling Glory, his brighe Temples thine : 
He now an <qual God, by Gods is Crown'd, 
While Golden Harps and Trumpets ſound, 6 
And to his Health the Nettar- Bow! goes round : 
Caleſtial Concerts 7--Pean ſing, 

And Heav ns grand Chorus makes Olympus ring, 
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mm. 


OUT OF 


@ 0 kX A C £& 


BY 


My Ld. R. 


H E. 
Hile I was Monarch of your Heart, 
Crown'd with a Love, where none had 
Each Mortal did with Envy die, (part, 
No God but wiſh'd, that he were I. 
SHE. 
While you ador'd no Charms but mine, 
And vow'd that they did all out-ſhine; 
More Celebrated was my Name, 
Than that of the bright Grecian Dame. 
FH E. 
Chloe's the Saint that I implore, 
Chloe's the Goddebs I adore ; 
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For whom to die the Gods I pray'd, 

If Fates wou'd ſpare the Charming Maid. 
SHE. 

Amyntas is my Lover's Name, 

For whom 1 burn with mutual Flame; 

For whom 1 ewice wou'd die with Joy, 

If Fates wou'd ſpare the Charming Boy. 

0 H1 E. 

If I once more ſhou'd wear your Chain, 

And take my Lydia back again ; 

If baniſh Chloe from my Breaſt, 

That you may there for ever reſt. 
SHE. 

Tho he is Charming as a God, 

Serene and Gay, Divinely good, 


You rough as Billows raging high, 
With you I chuſe to live, and die. 
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IOA 


LAD Y, 


Ww HO 


Raffling for the King of France's Pilwre, 
flung the higheſt Chances on the Dice. 


B Y 


Mr. B. HIGGONS. 


_ exerts her utmoſt pow' for you, 


Nor cou'd ſhe more for her own Loais do; 


She thought ſome mighty Kingdom was the Stake, 

And did this throw for the great Monarch make ; 

But as all Princes at far diſtance woe, 

Firſt ſend their [Image where their Heart is due : 

So now, thrice happy Nymph, wou'd you reſort, 

Where Fate invites you, to the Galick Court : 
That 
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That lucky Genius which the PiQtare gave, 

Wou'd make the great Original your Slave ; 
He, like the Piece, can only be your Prize, 
Who never yields, but to the brighteſt Eyes, 
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ON 


My Lady SANDWICH'Ss 


Bang Iſtay'd in 


TOWN 


SE a. WA 


Immoderate Rain. 


Þ ; 
Mr. B. HIGGONS. 


T HE Charming Sandiw/ch wou'd from Cities 
f 
While at her Feet adoring; Princes lic ; Ys 


And all her Nobler Conqueſts wou'd torego, 
Leſs glorious Slaves, and Peaſants to ſubdue: 


Thus. Conqu'ring Monarchs who have Kingdoms 
won, 


Andall their Neizhb ring States with Arms ore-run ; 
For 
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For want of work, their Armies to imploy, 
Remote and Salvage Provinces deſtroy : 

But Heav'n in pity weeps, While we complain, 
Or elſe our tears exhal'd, drop down in Rain. 


The darkn'd Sun does ſcarce through Clouds appear, 
And Tempeſts rage to keep our Wiſhes here. 
The Floods free paſſage to her Scorn devy, 

And Nature diſobeys her Cruelty. 

But cou'd the Waves riſe equal to our Flame, 
We'd drown the World, to ſtop the flying Dame. 
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OVIDs Love-Elegies. 


BOOK L ELEG. VIL 


To his Miſtreſs whom be bad 


beaten. 


By Henry Cromwell, Eſq; 


Orme, if y'are Friends, and let theſe hands be 
bound, 
Which cou'd with impious Rage a Miſtreſs wound ; 
What more did Ajax in his fury do? 
When all the Sacred grazing Herd he ſlew ; 
Or * He who ſpar'd not her who gave him breath ; 
So ill the Son reveng'd his Father's death ! 
Then I had broke the moſt Religious Ties | 
Both to my Parents, and the Deities : 


* Oreſles. 


I tore 
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—_  ———_———— 


[ tore (oh Heavens) her finzly braided Hair; 
How charming then look'd the diforder'd Fair ! 
So Atalanta in her Chaſe is drawn 
Where the Arcadian Beaſts her Empire own : 


So Ariadne, left upon the Shore, 
Does all alone her loſt Eſtate deptre, 
Curſes the Winds and Seas which perjur'd 


bore: 


£/ews 


| 


Who would ndt then have rail'd and talk'd aloud 2 


(Which to the helple(s Sex might be allow'd;) 


She only did upbraid me with her Eye, 


Whoſe ſpeaking Tears did want of words fupply, 


'Twas but roo much (ye Gods) to make me die: 


O that ſome merciful Superiour Pow'r 


Had ſtruck me lame before that fatal hour, 


And not have ſufler'd me to pierce my Heart 


So deeply, in the beſt and tendreſt part; 
To make a Lady that SubjeCtion own, 


Which is not to the mcaneſt Roma, known ; 


'Ta 


; 


7s 
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Twas Diomed, who firſt a Goddeſs ſtrook, 

I from his hand that curſt Example took; 

But he was far leſs Criminal than 1, 

I was a Lover, He an Enemy : 

March like a Conquerour in Triumph now, 

With Lawrel-Wreaths encompaſſing your brow, 

And render to the mighty Gods your Vow ; 

So, as you pals, th' attending gazing Crowd, 

By their applauſe ſhall peak your Courage loud; 

Let your ſad Captive in the Front gppear 

With ſtreaming Cheeks,and with diſhevell'd tir 

Through all her Griefand Wounds moſt — 
ly fair. 

Such Lips were form'd for kinder wounds than theſe, 

Wounds made by Lovers furious Extaſies : 

Though like a Torrent I was hurried on, 

A Slave to Paſſion, which I cou'd not ſhun ; 


I might 
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I might have only picrc'd her tender Ear 

With threatning Language, ſuch as Virgins fear: 

Fear having chill'd the current of her blood, 

Pale as a Parian Marble Statue ſtood 

The ſenſeleſs Frame—— Then ſhook her tremdling 
Knees, 

As when the Winds do whiſtle through the Trees, 

Or ſoftly curl the ſurface of the Seas : 

So ſlender Ruſhes, ecafily inclin'd 

By every blaſt, are ruffled by the Wind; 

Tears, which ſuſpence did for a while reſtrain, : 

Guſh'd forth, and down her Cheeks the Deluge ran, 

As when the Sun does by a pow'rful Beam 

Diſſolve the Froſt, it runs into a Stream: 

The lamentable ObjeR ſtruck me dead, 

And tears of Blood to quench thoſe tears I ſhed : 

Thrice at her feet the proſtrate Suppliant fell, 

And thrice did ſhe repulſe the Criminal : 

C - What 
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What wou'd I not, your anger to abate, 
Redeem your favour, —or remove your hate / 


To your revenge no means or method ſpare ; 


Revenge, alas! is caſic to the Fair : 

Bur leſt ſome eloquent remaining Sign 

Shou'd ſtill reproach me with fo black a Crime, 
Let no diforder in your Face appear, 

From your bright eyes let there not 'ſcapea tear, ; 


And once again compoſe your ſcatter'd hair. 
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OVIDs Love-Elegies. 


BOOK L ELEG. VIIL 
Of Live and War. 
By Henry Cromwell, Eſquire. 


Ruſt me, my Atticus, in Love are Wars; 
[ And Cupid has his Camp, as well as Mars : 


The Age that's fit for War beſt ſuits with Love, 
The old in both unſerviceable prove, 

lafirm in War, and imporent in Love : 

The Souldiers which a General does require 

Are ſuch as Ladies wou'd in Bed defſie : 

Who, but a Souldicr and a Lover, can 

Bear the Night's cold in thow'rs of Hail and Rain? 
One in continual Watch his ſtation keeps, 

Or on the Earth in broken flua.bers ſleeps ; 

'F 


The 


274 The THIRD PART 


_— 


The other takes his ſtill repeated round 

By s Miſtrefs's Houſe—then lodges on the ground: 
The Souldiers long and tedious Marches make: 
The active Lover, for his Miſtreſs ſake, 

Will any toils and dangers undergo ; 

Not rugged Mountains, nor untrodden Snow, 
Rivers by Floods increaſt, no raging Sea, | 


Nor adverſe Winds can ever make him ſtay, 
When Love commands, and Beanty leads the way. 
Souldiers and Lovers, with a careful Eye, 
Obſcrve the motions of the Enemy : 

One to the Walls makes his approach in form, 
Puſhes the Siege, and takes the Town by Storm ; 
The other lays his cloſe to Celia's Fort, 

Preſlcs his point, and gains the wiſh'd-for Port : 
As Souldicrs, when the Foz ſecurely lies 

In Sleep and Wine diſſolv'd, the Camp ſurpriſe 


So 
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So when the jealous to their reſt remove, 
And all is huſhr,— the others ſtcal to Love: 
Uncertain is the State of Love and War, 


The vanquiſh'd rally, and their loſs repair, 


As Agamemnon law Caſſandra pals 

With Hair diſhevell'd, and diforder'd Dreſs, 

H' admir'd the Beauties of the Propheteſs : 

The God of War was caught in th' a&t of Love; 
A Story known to all the Court above: 

Once did 1 paſs my hours in ſloth and eaſe, - 
Cool Shades, and Beds of Down cou'd only pleaſe; 
When 


T 3 


Regain the ground, and rout the Conquerour. 
You then, who think that Love's an idle fit, 
Know, that it is the exerciſe of Wit : 

In flames of Love the fierce Achilles burns, 
And quitting Arms, abſent Briſeis mourns : 
From the Embraces of Axdromache 

Went Hedor arm'd for War and Victory: 
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When a commanding Beauty rais'd my mind, 

T left all little trifling thoughts behind, ' 
And to her Service all my Heart refign'd: 

Since, like an aRive Souldier, have I ſpent 

My time, in toils of War, in Beauties Tent ; 

And for ſo ſweet a pay all dangers underwent : 
You fee, my Atticus, by what I prove, 


Who wou'd not live in Idlencfs, _— muſt love. 
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0V1Ds Love-Elegies. 
BOOK L ELEG. X _ 

To bis Mercenary Miſtreſs. 

By Henry Cromwell, Eſquire. 


S Helen, when to Troy ſhe did eſcape, 
A And Greets with Fire and Sword purſu'd the 
As L eda,when the God his Love-trick play'd, (Rape; 
Under the Figure of a Swan, betray'd; 

As Amymone, wandring ore the Plains, 
That rural Fair, admir'd by all the Swains ; 
So fair was You, fo much in Love was I, 


-— 
* 


I ran to the extreams of Jealouſie, 

Fear'd Eagles, Bulls, and every ſhape that owe 
Had c're transform'd hignſelf into, for Love : 
Now free fram Love or Fears, my Mind's at cafe, 
Nor does that Beauty any longer pleaſe : 

T 4 This 
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This humour, you may fay, is wondrous ſtrange, 
And ask the reaſon of this ſudden change ; 
Once, when your undefigning Heart was kind, 
Fair was your Face, and perfet was your Mind ; 
But now the lighter Beauties of the Skin 

Do yield to the prevailing Vice within : 

Love is a Child, who uſes no deceit, 

Nor wears he Cloaths to cover any cheat, 
Accepts no bribes ;—why for a wretched Fee 
Shou'd you then proſtitute his Deity ? 

Make Yerus to her Son ſerve every day, 

And drudge i'th' meaneſt Offices, for pay ? 
They're ſoftly bred,and wou'd not work, bur play : 
The Whore, to whom each Purchaſer has right, 
Forces for giin decaying appetite, 


Yet there's a Bawd to whom the Spoils accrue; 


She fain wou'd ſhun what you by choice purſue : 


Theſe 


| 


| 
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Theſe ſordid ways the very Brutes reprove, 
Who by their praRtice teach you how to love ; 
The luſty Bull his Female does enjoy, 

Nor can a bribe their mutual Loves deſtroy: 
Woman alone rejoyces in the Spoil, 

And makes advantages of every ſmile, 

Rates at her pleaſure the high-priz'd delight, 
And Men muſt purchaſe every happy night; 
Yet does ſhe meet him with as much deſire, 
And no leſs fierce and raging is the fire; 

Since with an equal pace our paſſions move, 
Why ſhou'd one buy, and th' other ſell in Love 3 
Why, fince the pleaſures mutual, ſhou'd it be 
To you advantage, and a loſs to me ? 

The way is infamous a Witneſs takes, 

Who of his Perjury a living makes ; 

So for the raiſing of a low Eſtate 


To ſet your Body at a common rate! 
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Can you to fuch mean ends as theſe employ 
The gifts by Nature's bounty you enjoy 2 
Grant but the Bleſſing freely, and you may 


An everlaſting Obligation lay ; 


But where's the mighty favour, when we pay ? 

Forbear, ye fair, to make a Trade of Love, 

The Wealth that's got fo ill can ne re improve ; 

Juſtly the * Veſtal by their Armour fell, 

Who wou'd her Honour for their Bracelets fell : 

The rich your Wiſhes are oblig'd to meer, 

And lay their frequent Preſents at your feet ; 

Alcinous Orchards Fruit enough can ſpare, 

From the full Vines the Grapes in cluſters tear, 

And eaſe th' o re-loaded boughs which numerous 
Apples bear : 

Let Faith and Love ſupply my little Store, 

The Will ſhall ne're be wanting to the Pow'r : 


* Tara, 


”" 
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Verſe is the greateſt Tribute I can bring ; 
Your Charms I cou'd to fature Ages fing ; 
Jewels and Gold will periſh, —burt the Fame 
The Muſes give ſhall ever be the fame : 


——— 


Not that I'm loth to part with what I have, 
Had you not ask'd me, 1 had freely gave. 
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OVIDs Love-Elegies. 


BOOK LL ELEG. XV. 


Of the Immortality of the Muſes. 


Inſcrib'd to 


Mr. DRYDEN 


By Henry Cromwelk Eſquire. 


— 


= well-known malice, fretful Envy, ceaſe, 
Nor tax the Muſe and me 


With a weak Genius, and inglorious caſe ; 
What—l1 ſhou'd then, whilſt Touth does vigour yield, 
Purſue the duſty Glories of the Field : 

Our Father's praiſe ! or bend my utmoſt care 
To the dull noife of the lirigious Bar ; 


of MISCELL ANT POEMS. 283 


No! theſe muſt die ;-—but the moſt noble Prize, 
That which alone can Man immorrtalize, 

Muſt from the Muſes Hermony ariſe: 

Homer (hall live, whilſt Tenedos ſhall ſtand, 

Or 14's top ſurvey the Neighb'ring Strand, 
Whilſt Simois Streams along the Vallics glide, 
And in the Sea diſcharge their rapid tide :>——— 
Flefrod ſhall live, till Corn is not in uſe, 

Till the plump Grape denies its wealthy juice = 
The World Callimachus ſhall ever prize, 

For what his Fancy wants, his Art ſupplies: — 
The Tragedies of Mighty Sophocles 

Shall in #o Age their juſt applauſes miſs !—— 

So well Aratw of the Planets wrote, 

That Sun and Moon muſt fail when he's forgot :— 
When crafty Davas a hard Father cheats 
To (erve the Son, —whea caſic Cully treats 
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The jilting Whore and Bawd, the figures ſhew, 
The Comick from Menander's Model drew :—— 
Enius, whoſe Muſe by Nature was deſign'd 
Compleat,had Art with bounteous Nature joyn'd;— 
And Tragick Accixz, of Style ſublime, 

And weighty words, ſhall ſtand the ſhock of time :— 
Whilſt Jaſon's Golden Fleeco ſhall have a Name, 
Who ſhall a Stranger be to Yarros Fame ?t—— 
Lucretias Nature's Cauſes did rehearſe 

In ſuch a lofty ard commanding Verle, 
As ſhall remain till that one fatal day, 
Which muſt the World it felf in ruines lay : 
Virgil, thy Works Divine ſhall Patterns ſtand 


-- 


For each ſucceeding Age's copying Hand, +. 

Whilſt Rome ſhall oll its conquer'd World =—_ 
mand : 

Whilſt Capid ſhall be arm'd with Bow and Dart, 

And flaming Shafts ſhall pierce the Lovers Heart ; 

Shall 
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Shall we, O ſweet 7ibullus, love each line 

That comes from that foft moving Pen of thine :—- 
Both Eaſt and Weſt reſound with Gallus Fame, 
Gallus and his Lycoris are their Theme ;—— 
Statues and Tombs with Age conſume and die; 


'Tis Verſe alone has Immortality : 


To Verſe muſt yield the greateſt aQts of Kings ; 
Riches and Empire are but empty things, : 


Without the laſting Fame a Poet brings: 
Let vulgar Spirits trivial Bleſſings chuſe; 


May thy Caftalian Spring inſpire my Muſe, 
O God of Wit! and Myrtles wreath my hair ; 


Then the too fearful Lover may repair 


To what I write, to free his Breaſt from care: 


As living worth DetraQtion Clill attends, 
Which aſter death a juſter Fame defends 
So I ſhall my laſt Funeral flame ſurvive, 
And in my better part for ever live. 


OYIDs 
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CO 
Pe moon 


0 V I D's Love-Elegies. 


BOOK IL. ELEG. IL 


To bis Miſtreſs at the 
Horſe=Race, 


By Henry Cromwell, Eſquire. 


OT in the Circus do I fit to view + 
The running Horſes, but togaze on you 
Near you I chaſe an advantageous place, 
And whilſt your eyes are fixt upon the Race, 
Mine are on you—Thus do we feaſt our ſight, 
Each alike pleas'd with Objets of delighe ; 
In ſofteſt whiſpers I my Paſſiog move, 
You of the Rider talk, but I of Love, 
When, to pleaſe you, I ſtreight my SubjeR quir, 
And change my Wiſhes to your Favourite ; 
Oh 
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Oh might I ride, and be ſo much your care, 
I'd ſtart with courage from the Barrier, 
And witha ſwift ſhort compals bruſh the Goal — 
Unleſs the ſight of you my courſe reſtrains, 
And makes my hands forgo the loaſned Reins ; 
As Pelops gaz'd on Hippodamia's face, 
Till he had almo loſt th' important Race ; 
Yet he his Miſtreſs by her Favour won; 
So may our Prize aſſiſt vs when we run. 
(move ; 

What mean theſe ſtarts 2 you muſt not, can't re- 
This kind auſpicious place was fram d for Love. | 
| fear you're crowded, ——Gentlemen, torbear, 
Pray l:t your Arms and Knees the Lady ſpare ; 
Madam,your Gown hangs down—nay,pray let me— 
Oh Heavens ! what fine, what curious Legs I ſee! 
Sure, who Diaz in a Forreſt drew, , 
Coppid in this, the gracefull't part from you ; 
U Such 


Such Ata/ant diſcovering as ſhe ran, 

What raptrous Wiſhes feiz d Minalion. 

I burn'd and rag'd before—what then are theſe, 
But Flames on Flames, and Waters to the Seas ? 
By theſe a thouſand other Charms are gueſt, 
Which are ſo advantageouſly ſuppreſt. 

Oh for fome air! this ſcorching heat remove, 
Your Fan wou'd do't—but 'tis the heatof Love. 


But now the Pomp appcars, the Sacred throng, 
Command applauſes from the Heart and Tongue ; 


Firſt Victory with expanded Wings does move, 
Be near (O Goddeſs!) to aſſiſt my Love; 

To Mars ct Warriours Acclamations raiſe, 

The Merchant; Tongues reſound with Neptune'sPraile ; 
Whilſt 1, whom neither Scas nor Arms invite, 
In Love alone, the fruit of Peace delight ; 


—m— 


of MISCELLANT POEMS. 189 


To their Apollo let the Prophets pray, 

And Hunters to Diana Homage pay, 

Let the Mechanicks to Minerva vow, 
Ruſticks to Ceres and to Bacchus bow ; 
Whilſt I dzvote my felf to thee alone, 

Kind Yenus, and the powerful God thy Son; 
O be propitious to my Enterpriſe, 

Inform with all thy foftneb theſe fair Eyes, 
And to Love's Cauſe her gentle Breaſt incline; 
She grants, and has confirm'd it with a Sign ; 
Do you affure it too, you who're to me ; 
(With Fexus leave) the mightier Deity. 

By all theſe Heav'nly Witneſſes, to you 


Will I be ever faithful, ever true. 


Now in the open Cirque the Game's begun, 
The Prztor gives the ſignal, now they run; 


U 2 I fee 
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To him a certain Conqueſt is deſign, 
For ev'n the Horſes ſeem to know your mind. 


I ſee which way your Wiſhes are inclin'd, 


He takes too large a compaſs to come in, 

And lets his Adverſary get between ; 

Recall him, Romans, for a ſecond hear, 

And clcar the Courſe, 

Now fee your ground you better do maintain, 
This Lady's Favour and your Fame regain; 

The Prize is his, —As yours ſucceſsful prove, 

So let my Wiſhes, which are all tor Love; 

I'm yet to conquer, and your Heart's the Prize ; 
Something ſhe promis'd with her ſparkliog Eyes, 
And ſmil'd ; Enough, Cid I tranſported cry, 
The reſt 111 leave to Opportunity. 


of MISCELLANT POEMS. 291 


OVIDs Love-Elegies. 


BOOK I. ELEG. IL 
Of bis Perjur'd Miſtreſs. 

By Henry Cromwell, Eſquire. 

An there be Gods ?—has ſhe not falſly ſwore ? 
C Yet is the Beaxty that ſhe was before! 
The curious Trefles of her dangling Hair, 

As long and graceful till as ere they were ; 
That ſame inimitable White and Red, 
Which ore her Face was fo diſtinaly ſpread, 
The Roſes and the Lillies keep their place, 
And every Feature till as juſtly grace, 


Her ſparkling Eyes their Luſtre till retain, 
That form, .that perfe&t ſhape does ſtil! ming 


| Asif ſhene're bad fin'd:—And Heav'n,('tis plain) 


U 3 Suft riag 
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Suff ring the fairer S&x to break their Vows, 
To the Superiour Power of Beauty bows. 
T'inforce my credit to her Perjuries, 

Oft wou'd ſhe ſwear by thoſe perſuaſive Eyes; 
As if that Charm ,had been too weak ro move, 
Sh'as added mine ;—tcll me, ye Powers above, 
Why all this pain 2 why are theſe guiltleſs Eyes, 
For her Offence th' attoning Sacrifice? 

Was't not enough Andromeda has dy'd, 


An Expiation for her Mother's pride ? 
Is't not enough that unconcernd you ſee, 
(Vain Witneſſes for Truth, for Faith, for me, ) 


Such an affront put on Divinity ? 


Yet no Revenge the daring Crime purſue, 
But the deceiv'd muſt be her Victim too. 


Either the Gods are empty Notions, crept 


lato the minds of Dreamers as they ſlept, 
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[1 vain are fear d, are but the tricks of Law, 
To keep the fooliſh credlous World in awe ; 
Or, if there be a Go ! he loves the Fair, 

And all things at their fole d:fpoal are. 

For us are all the Inſtruments of War 

D:lign'd, the Sword of Mars, and Pallu Spear, 
Gaink us alone Apollo Bows are bent, 

And at our Heads Jove's brandith'd Thunder ſent; 
Yer of the Ladies, oh ! how fond are they! 
Dare not the Injuries, they receive, repay, 

But thoſe, who ovght to fear 'em, they obey. 
Fove to his Voraries is moſt ſevere, 

Temples nor Altars docs his Lightning ſpare, 
Obliging Semele in Flames expires, 

But thoſe who merit,” can clcape the Fires ; 


Is this the juſtice of your Powers Divine 2 


Who then will cfter Incenſe at a Shrine ? 


U 4 
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Why do we thus reproach the Deities ? 

Have they not Hearts ?—ond ſurely they have Eyes, 
Nay had I been a God, I had belicy d 

The lovely Criminals, and been deceiv'd, 

Had wav'd the Judgments to their Perſries due, 
And ſworn my ſelf that all they ſpoke was true ; 
Since then the Gods ſuch ample Gifts beſtow, 

As make you abſolute o're Men below ; 

Pray let me find ſome Mercy in your Reign; 

Or ſpare at leaſt your Lover's Eyes from pain, 
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TO THE 


Lady CASTLEMAIN, 


UPON 


<— — — 


Her incouraging his firſt Play. 


BY 


Mr. DRTDEN. 


S Seamen, Shipwrack'd on ſome happy Shore, 
A Diſcover Wealth in Lands unknown before ; 
And, what their Art had labour'd long in vain, 
By their Misfortunes happily obtain ; 
So my much envy'd Muſe, by ſtorms long toſt, 
Is thrown upon your hoſpitable Coaſt, 


And finds more favour by her ill ſucceſs, 
Than ſhe con'd hope for by her Happineſs 


Once 
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Once Catos Vertue did che Gods oppoſe ; 

While they the Vitor, He the Vanquiſh'd choſe: 
But you have done what Cato cou'd not do, 

To chuſe th: Vanquiſh'd, and reſtore him too. 
Let others ſtill Triumph, and gain their Cauſe 
By their Deſerts, or by the World s Applauſe ; 
Let Merit Crowns, and Juſtice Lawrels give, 
But let me happy by your Pity live. 

True Poets empty Fame, and Praiſe deſpiſe, 
Fame is the Trumper, but y6ur Smile the Prize: 
You fit above, and fee vain Men below 
Contend, for what you only can beſtow : 

But thoſe great aRtions, others do, by chance, 


Are, like your Beauty, your Inheritance : 


So great a Soul, ſuch ſweetneſs join'd in ons, 


Cou'd only ſpring from Noble Gra»difen : 


You, like the Stars, not by RefleRion bright, 
Are born to your own Heav'n, and your own light ; 
Like 
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Like them are good, but from a Nobler Cauſe, 
From your own Knowledge,not from Nature's Laws, 
Your Pow'r you never uſe, but for Defence, 

To guard your own, or others Innocence : 

Your Foesare fuch, as they, not you, have made, 
And Vertue may repel, tho' not invade. 

Such Courage did the Ancient Zieroes ſhow, 
Who, when they might prevent, wou'd wait the 
With ſuch aſſurance as they meant to ſay, ot 
We will o'recome, but ſcorn the fafeſt way. 
What further fear of danger can there be, 
Beauty, which captives all things, ſets me free 2 
Poſterity wil! judge by my ſucceſs, 

| had the Grecian Poet's happineſs, 


Who, waving Plots, found out a better way, 
Some God deſcended, and preſerv'd the Play. 
When firſt the Triumphs of your Sex were ſung 
By thoſe old Poets, Beauty was but young, 


And 
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And few admir'd the native Red and Wiute, 
Till Poets dreſt them up, to charm the fight ; 
So Beawty took on trult, and did engage 

For Sums of Praifes, till ſhe came to Age. 
But this long growing Debt to Poetry 

You juſtly (Madam) have giſcharg'd to me, 
When your Applauſe and Favour did infuſe 
.New life to my condemn'd and dying Muſe. 
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PROLOGUE 


UNIVERSITY 
OF 
OXFORD, 16381. 


Mr. DRITD EE N. 


HE fam'd /ralian Muſe, whoſe Rhymes ad- 
(vance 
Orlando,and the Paladins of France, 


Records, that when our Wit and Senſe is flown, 
'Tis lodg'd within the Circle of the Moon 

In Earthen Jars, which one, who thither foar'd, 
Set to his Noſe, ſnuffc up, and was reſtor'd. 
What e're the Story be, the Moral's true, 

The Wit we loſt in Town, we find in you. 


Our 
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Our Poets their ficd Parts may draw from hence, 
And fill their windy Heads with ſober Senſe. 
When London Votes with Southwark's diſagree, 
Here they may find their long loſt Loyalty. 
Here buſic Senates, to th' old Cauſe inclin'd, 
May ſnuff the Votes their Fellows left behind : 
Your Country Neighbours, when their Grain grows 
May come and find their /aft Proviſion here : —_ 
Whereas we cannot much lament our loſs, 
Whoneither carry'd back, nor brought one Croſs; 
We look'd what Repreſentatives wou'd bring, 
But they help'd us, juſt as they did the King, 
Yet we deſpair not, for we now lay forth 
The 8ybiZ's Books,to thoſe who know their worth : 
And tho the firſt was Sacrific'd before, 
Theſe Volumes doubly will the price reſtore. 
Our Poet bade us hope this Grace to find, 
To whom by long Preſcription you are kind. 

, He 
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He, whoſe undaunted Muſe, with Loyal Rage, 
Has never ſpar'd the Vices of the Age, 

Here finding nothing that his Spleen can raiſe, 
Is forc'd to turn his Satire into Praiſe. 


oz The THIRD PART 
PROLOGUE. 
BY 
Mr. DRT DEN. 


Allants, a baſhful Poet bids me fay 
(3 He's come to loſe his Maidenhead to day. 


Be not too fierce, for he's but green of Ape; 
And ne're, till now, debauch'd upon the Stage. 
He wants the ſuft'ring part of Reſolution; 

And comes with bluſhes ro his Execution. 

E're you deflow'r his Muſe, he hopes the Pit 
Will make ſome Settlement upon his Wir. 
Promiſe him well, before the Play begin ; 


For he wou'd fain be cozen'd into Sin. 


But, if you leave him after being frail, 


"Tis not but that he knows you mean to fail ; 
He'll have, at leaſt, a fair pretence to rail ; : 


Is 
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To call you baſe, and ſwear you us'd him ill, 
And put you in the new Deſerters Bill: 
Lord, what a Troop of perjur'd Men we ſee ; 
Enow ro fill another Mercury ! 
But this the Ladies may with patience brook : 
Their's are not the firſt Colours you forſook ! 
He wou'd be loath the Beauties to offend ; 
Bur, if he ſhou'd, he's not too old to mend. 
He's a young Plant, in his firſt Year of bearing, 
But his Friend ſwears, he will be worth the reering, 
His gloſs is ſtill upon him: tho 'ris true 
He's yet nnripe, yet take him for the blue, 
You think an Apricot half green is beſt ; 
There's ſweet and ſour : and one fide good at leaſt, 
Mango's and Limes, whoſe nouriſhment is little, 
Tho' not for Food, are yer preſerv'd for Pickle. 
So this green Writer, may pretend, at leaſt, 
To whet your Stomachs for a better Feaſt, 

| X He 
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He makes this diflcrence in the Sexes too, 

He fells to Men, he gives himſelf to you. 

To both, he wou'd contribute ſome delight ; 

A mere Poctical Hermaphrodite. 

Thus he's equipp'd, both to be woo'd, and woo; 
With Arms offenſive, and defenſive too ; 
'Tis hard, he thinks, if neither part will do. 
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CONSIDERATIONS 


Eighty Eighth Pſa/m. 


Mr. PRIOK 


Eavy, O Lord, on me thy Judgmenrs lie, 

Andcurs'd lam; for Godnegledts tny cry. 
O Lord, in Darkneſs and Deſpair I groan; 
And every place is Hell; for God is gone: - + 
O Lord, ariſe, and let thy Bears controul 
Thoſe horrid Clouds, that preſs my frighted Soul: 
Q riſe, and ſave me from Eternal Night, 

Thou that art the God of Lighr. 


Downward I haſten to my deſtin'd place ; 
There none obtain thy Aid, none ſing thy Praile. 
X 2 Soon 
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Soon I ſhall lic in Death's deep Ocean trewals: 
Is Mercy there ; is ſweet Forgivencfs found ? 

O fave me yet, whilſt on the brink I ſtand ; 
Rebuke the Storm, and fet me fafe to Land. 


O make my Longings and thy Mercy fure, 
Thou that art the God of Power. 


Behold the wearied Prodigal is come 

To Thee, his Hope, his Harbour, and his Home : 

No Father he cou'd find, no Friend abroad, 

Depriv'd of Joy, and deſtitute of God. 

O let thy Terrours and his Anguiſh end ! 

Be thou his Father, and be thou his Friend ; 

Receive the Son thou didſt fo long reprove, 
Thou that art the God of Love. 


VEN, 
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_ | Vem Creator Spirits, 
Tranſlated in 
PARAPHRASE. 
| BY 


Mr. DRTDEN. 


_” Spirit, by whoſe aid 
ne The World's Foundations firſt were laid, 


{ Come viſit ev'ry pious Mind ; 
| Come pour thy Joys on Human Kind : 
From Sin, and Sorrow ſet us free; 


| And make thy Temples worthy Thee, 


O, Source of uncreated Light, 
The Father's promis'd Paraciite / 
Thrice Holy Foun, thrice Holy Fire, 
Our Hearts with Heav'nly Love inſpire; 


X 3 Come, 
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Come, and thy Sacred Union bring 
To Sandtifie us, while we ſing / 


Plenteous of Grace, deſcend from high, 
Rich in thy ſev'n-fold Energy ! 
Thou firergth of his Almighty Hand, 


Whoſe Pow'r does Heav'n and Earth command : 


Who do'ſt the Gift of Tongues diſpence, 
And crown'ſt thy Giſt, with Eloquence | 


Procecding Spirit, our Defence, 


Refine and purge our Earthy Parts; 
Bur, oh, inflame and fire our Hearts ! 
Our Frailtics help, our Vice controul ; 
Subaut the Senſes to the Soul ; 

And u hen Rebellious they are grown, 
Then, lay thy hand, and hold 'em down. 


of MISCELLANT POEMS. 309 


Chace from our Minds th' Infernal Foe ; 
And Peace, the fruit of Love, beſtow : 
And, leſt our Feet ſhou'd ſtep aſtray, 
ProteR, and guide us in the way. 


Make us Eternal Truths receive, 
And pradtiſe, all that we believe : 
Give us thy ſelf, that we may ſee 
The Father and the Son, by thee. 


Immortal Honour, endleſs Fame 
Attend thi Almighty Father's Name : 
The Saviour Son, be glority'd, 

Who for loſt Man's Redemption dy'd: 
And equal Adoration be 
Erernal Paraclete, to thee. 


X 4 
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The CURSE of 


BABYLON. 


PARAPHRASD 


From the Thirteenth Chapter 
OF 
FI # #; M 
In A 
| Pindarique ODE 


THO. TAL DEN. 


I, 
| Nt let the fatal Banner be diſplay'd! 
| Upon ſome lofty Mountain's top, 
| Go ſer the dreadful Standard up! 


An all around the Hills, the A/s-dy Signals ſpread. 


For 
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For lo, the numerous Hoſts of Heav'n appear ! 
Tt imbatt!'d Legions of the Skie, 
With all their dread Artillery, 
Draw forth in bright Array, and muſter in the Air- 
Why do the Mountains tremble with the noiſe! 
And Valleys eccho back their Voice : 
The Hills, tumultuous grow and loud, 
The Hills that groan beneath the g&@bering Multitude. 
Wide as the Poles of Heav'ns extent, 

So far's the dreadful Summons ſent: 
Kingdoms, and Nations, at his Call appear, 
For evn the Lord of Hoſts commands in Perſon 

X (there. 
Start from thy Lethargy, thou drowſie Land, 
Awake, and hear His dread Command ! 

Thy black tempeſtuous Day comes louring on, 


O fatal Light ! O inaufpicious Hour ! 


—— 
” 
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—— 


Was ever ſuch a Day before _. 
. (known, 
So ſtain'd with Blood, by marks of Yexgeance 
Nature ſhall from her ſteady Courſe remove, 
The well-fix'd Earth be from its Bafs rent, 
Convulſions ſhake the Firmament, 
Horrour ſeize all b:low, Confuſion reign above. 
The Stars of Heav'n ſhall ſicken at the ſight, 
Nor ſhall gþe Planets yield their light: 
But from the wretched Obje Aly, 
Andlike extinguiſh'd Tapers, quit the darkned Skie. 
The riſing Sun as he was conſcious too, 
As he the fatal bus'neſs knew : 
A deep, a bloody Red ſhall tain, 
And at his early dawn ſhall ſet in Night again. 
z- " 
To the deſtroying Sword 7 we ſaid, Go forth, 
Go fully execute my Wrath ! 
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Command my Hoſts, my willing Armies lead, 
; For this Rebellious Land and all therein ſhall bleed. 
They ſhall not grieve me more,no more tranſgreſs, 
I will conſume the ſtubborn Race : 
Yet Brates and Salvages | juſtly ſpare, 
Uſeleſs is all my Vengeance there, 
Ungratefal Man's the greater Monſter far: 
On guiltleſs Beaſts I will the Land beſtow, 
To them th' Inheritance ſhall go, - 
Thoſe elder Brothers now, ſhall Lord it here below. 
And if ſome poor remains eſcape behind, 
Some Relidts left of loſt Mankind : 
The aſtoniſh'd Herds ſhall in their Cities cry, 
When they behold a Man, Lo there's a Prodigy! 
4- 
The Medes | call to my aſſiſtance here, 
A People that delight in War: 


| 
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A generous Race of Men, a Nation free 
From Vitious Eaſe, and Perffas Luxury. 
Silver is deſpicable in their Eyes, 
Contemn'd the uſeleſs Metal lies : 
Their conqu'ring Iron they prefer before 
The fineſt Gold, even Ophir's tempting Oar. 
By theſe the Land ſhall be ſubdu'd, 
Abroad their Bows ſhall overcome, 
Their Swords and Flames deſtroy at home, 
For neither Sex nor Age ſhall be exempt from Blood. 
The Nobles, and the Princes of thy State, 
Shall on the Victor's Triumphs wait : 
And thoſe that from the Battel fled, 
Shall be with Chains oppreſt,in cruel Bondage led. 
6 
[11 viſit their Diſtreſs with Plagues and Miſeries, 
The throws that Womens Labours wait, 


Con- 
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Convulſive Pangs, and bloody Sweat, 
Their Beazty ſhall conſume, and viral Spirits ſeize. 
The raviſh'd Virgins ſhall be born away, 
And their diſhonour'd Wives be led, 
To the inſulting Victor's Bed, 
To brutal Luſts expos'd, to Fury left a Prey. | 
Nor ſhall the teeming Womb afford 
Its forming Births a Refuge from the Sword : 
/The Sword,that ſhall their pangs increaſe, 
And all the throws of Travel,curſe with Barrexneſs. 
The lafants ſhall expire with their firſt breath 
And only live in pangs of death : 
Live, but with early crys to curſe the Light, 
And at the dawn of Life, ſet in Ecernal Night. 
6. 
Even Babylon adorn'd with ev'ry grace, 
The Beanty of the Univerſe ; 
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Glory of Nations ! the Caldeaxs pride, 

And joy of all th' admiring World beſide. 

Thou Babylon ! before whoſe Throne 

The Empires of the Earth fall down : 

The proſtrate Nations Homage pay, 

And Vaſhal Princes of the World obey. 

Thou that with Empire art exalted now, 
Shalr in the duſt be trampl'd low: 

AbjeRt and low upon the Earth be laid, 

And deep in ruines hide thy ignominious Head. 

Thy ſtrong amazing Walls, whoſe impious height 
The Clouds conceal from human ſight : 

That proudly now their poliſh'd Turrets rear, 
Which bright as Neighbouring Stars appear, 


Diftuſing Glories round th' inlightn'd Air ; 


In flames ſhall downwards to their Center fly, 


And deep within the Earth as their Foundations 
lie. 


7. Thy 
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7. 
Thy beauteous Palaces (tho' now thy Pride!) 
Shall be in heaps of Alhes hid: 
In vaſt furpriziog heaps ſhall lie, 
And even their ruines bear the Pomp of Majeſty. 
No bold Inhbabitant ſhall dare, 
Thy raz'd Foundations to repair: 
No pitying hand exalt thy abje State ; 
No/ to ſucceeding Times thon muſt remain, 
An horrid exemplary Scene, 

And lie from Age to Ages, ruin'd and deſolate. 
Thy fall's decreed, (amazing turn of Fate!) 
Low as Gomorrah's wretched State : 

Thou Babylon ſhalt be like Sodom curſt, 
Deſtroy'd by flames from Heaven, and thy more 
| 5 (burning Luſt: 
The day's at hand, when in thy ſruitful Soil, 
No Labourer ſhall reap, no Mower toil : 


His 
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— 


His Tent the wandring Arab ſhall not ſpread, 
Nor make thy curſed Ground his Bed; 
| Tho' faint with Travel, tho' oppreſt with thirſt, 
He to his drooping Herds ſhall cry aloud, 
Taſte not of that imbitter'd Flood, 
Taſto not Euphrates Streams, they're pois'nous all 
and curſt. 

The Shepherd to his wandring Flocks ſhall ſay, 

When o're thy Battlements they ſtray : 
When in thy Palaces they graze, 
Ah fy unhappy Flocks ! fly this infeRious place. 

Whilſt the fad Traveller that paſles on, 

Shall ask, lo where is Babylon / 

And when he has thy ſmall remainder found, 
Shallfay Ill ly from hence, tis ſure accurſed ground. 
9. 
| Then ſhall the Savages and Beaſts of Prey, 
| From their deſerted Mountains haſte away ; 


Every 


—— — ——_— 


: —_—— -— =_ _e 
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Every obſcene and vulger Beaf, 
Shall be to Babylon a Gueſt : 


rſt; Her Marble Roofs, and every Cedar Rome, 
Shall Dens, and Caves of State to Nobler Brutes 
berome- 
all Thy Courts of Juſtice, and Tribunals too, 
(O Irony tocall them fo!) 
y, There, where the Tyrant and Opprefſour bore 


The Spoils of Innocence and Blood before ; 
There ſhall the Wolf and Savage Tyger meer, 
.. And griping Vulture ſhall appear in State, - 
There Birds of prey ſhall rule, and ravenons Beaſts 
Thoſe uncorrupted ſhall remain, ——_ 
id, Thoſe ſhall alone their genuine uſe retain, 
nd. There Violence ſhall thrive, Rapine and Fraud ſhall 
reign. 10 
Then ſhall the melancholy Satyrs groan, 
| Ore their lamented Babylon 
ery Y And 
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And Ghoſts that glide with horrour by, 
To view where their unbury'd Body: lie ; 
With doleful crys ſhall fill the Air, 
And with amazement ſtrike the affrightedTraveller. 
There the obſcener Birds of Night, 
Birds that in gloomy Shades delight, 
Shall ſolitude enjoy, . live undiſturb'd by light. 
All the ill Omens of the Air, 
Shall ſcream their loud preſages there. 
But let them all their dire PrediQtions tell, 
Secure in ills, and fortifi'd with woe, (how: 
Heaven ſhall in vain its future vengeance 
For Thou art happily inſenſible, 
Beneath the reach of Miſcries fell, 
Thou need it no deſolation dread, no greater Cur- 
ſes fear. 
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Out of Horace, Li. II. Ode 3. 


Aiquam Memento ——— 
[. 


B* calm, my Delizs, and ſerene, 
However Fortune change the Scene ! 
In thy moſt dejected ſtate, 
Sink not underneath the weight ; 
Nor yet, when happpy Days begin, 
And the full Tide comes rowling in, 
Let a fierce unruly Joy 
The fettled quiet of thy Mind deſtroy : : 
However Fortune change the Scene, 
Be calm, my Delis, and ferene! 
| Il, 
Be thy Lot good, or beir ill, 
Life ebbs out at the ſame rate till : 
ST 1 Whether 
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Whether with buſic Cares oppreſt, 
You wear the ſullen time away ; 
Or whether to ſweet Eaſe and Reſt, 
You ſometimes give a day ; 
Carelefsly laid, 
Underneath a friendly Shade 
By Pines, and Poplars, mixt embraces made ; 
Near a River's ſliding Stream, 
Fetter'd in Sleep, blels'd with a Golden Dream. 
Iſl, 
Here, here, in this much envied ſtate, 
Let every Bleſſing on thee wait ; 
Bid the Syrian Nard be brought, 
Bid the Hidden Wine be ſought, 
And let the Roſes ſhort-liv'd Flower, 


The ſmiling Daughter of an Hour, 


Flouriſh on thy Brow : 
Enjoy the very, very now! 
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While the good Hand of Life is in, 
While yet the Fatal Siſters ſpin. 
IV. 
A little hence my Friend, and Thou 
Muſt into other hands reſign 

Thy Gardens and thy Parks, and all that now 

Bears the pleaſing name of 7hine / 
Thy Meadows, by whoſe planted Tides, 
Silver Tyber gently glides! 
Thy pleaſant Houſes ; all muſt go, 
The Gold that's hoarded in 'em too; 
A jolly Heir ſhall ſes it free, 
And give th' Impriſon'd Monarchs Liberty. 
V. 
Nor matters it, what Figure here, 

Thou doſt among thy Fellow Martals bear ; 
How thou wert born, or how begot ; 
Impartial Death matters it not : 

YL 3 
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With what Titles Thou doſt ſhine, 
Or who was Firſt of all thy Line: 
Life'svain amuſements / amidſt which we dwell; 
Not weigh'd, nor underſtood, by the grim God of 
m | Hell / 
In the Same Road (alas!) All Travel on / 
By All alike, the Same fad Journy muſt be gon / 
Our blended Lots together lie, 
Mingled in One common Urn ; 
Sooner or Later out they fly : 
The fatal Boat then wafts us to the Shore, 
Whence we never ſhall return, 


Never ! —— never more / 
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'The GROVE 


Ee how Damon's Age appears, 
This Grove declares his fading years : 

For this he planted once, and cat 
The Maiden Fruits of what he ſer. 
Young It was then, like him; but now, 
Saplefs, and old, is every Bow. 
Thus, my Lesbia, will it be 
In time to come. with Thee, and Me. 
Come then, in Love, and youthful play 
Let's paſs the ſmiling Hours away, 
Before this tender Amorous Mark 
Grow wide upon it's fading Bark; 
And ſhow, .like Damon's Grove, that We 
Are Old, and Gray, as well as He. 


Y 4 Love 


- 
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Love but one. 


I. 
EE theſe two little Brooks that ſlowly creep, 

> In Snaky Writhings through the Plains, 
I knew them once one River ſwift and deep, 

Bleſſing and bleſt by Poets ſtrains. 

" (pour 

Then toucht with awe, we thought ſome God did 
; Thoſe Floods out of his Sacred Jar ; 
Transforming every Weed into a Flow'r, 

And every Flower into a Star, 

J- 

But ſince it broke it felf, and double glides, 

The Naked Banks no dreſs have worn ; 
And yon dry barren Mountain now dcerides 


Theſc Vallies, which loſt Gloriecs mourn. 
4- Such 
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4- 
Such, Chloris, is thy Love ; which, while it ran, 
Confin'd within a ſingle Stream, 
Fir'd every tuneful Son of mighty Pas ; 
And thou wert mine, and all Mens Theam. 
> 
But when imparted to one Lover more, 
It in two Streams did faintly creep ; 
The Shepherds common Muſe grew low and poor, 
And Mine, as lean as theſe my Sheep. 
6. 
Alas ! that Honour, Cloris, thou haſt loſt, 
Which we to thy full Flood did pay / 


While now, that Swain, that ſwears he loves thee 
(moſt, 


 — I er ee 


Slakes but his thirſt, and goes away ! 
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To the AUTHOR of 


SARDANAPALUS; 


UPON 
That, and His other Wricings. 
Ho' Teaching thy peculiar buſineſs be, 
Learn this one Leſſon, Schoolmaſter,of me; 
Where good Senſe fails, the beſt Deſcription's vile, 
And a rough Verſethe nobleſt Thoughts will ſpoil. 
Think it not Genius, to know how to ſcan, 


Nor great, to ſhow a Monſter for a Man. 
Wound not the Ear with ill-turn'd Proſe in Rhime; 
Nor miſtake furious Fuſtian for Sublime: 


Believe this truth, and thy vain tumbling quit: 


What is net Reaſon, never can be Wir. 

From the Boy's hand, take ZZorace into thine, 
And thy rude Satires by his Rules refine. 

See thy groſs faults in Boy /ras's faithful Glaſs, 


And get the ſenſe, to know thy ſelf an 4/s. 
OF 
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OF 
My Lady HYDE. 
Occaſion'd by 


The fight of Her PICTURE. 


BY 
Mr. George Granville. 


——— ——_————_————————— 


He Painter with Immortal Skill may trace 
T A Beanteous Form,or ſhew a Heav nly Face ; 
The Poet's Art, lefs ftraitned and confin'd, 

Can draw the Virtues, and deſcribe the Mind, 
Unlock the Shrine, and to the fight unfold 


The Secret Gems, and all the infide Gold. 


This dazling Beauty is a lovely Caſe 
Of ſhining Virtues, ſpotleſs as her Face ; 

With Graces that attraQ, but not enſnare, 
Divinely Good, as ſhe's Divinely Fair. 
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Two only Patterns do the Muſes name, 
Of perfet Beauty, but of guilty Fame ; 
A Venus and a Helen have been ſeen, 
Both perjur'd Wives, the Goddeſs and the Queen : 
In this the third, are reconcil'd at faſt 
Thoſe jarring Attributes of Fair and Chaſt ; 
This matchlefs Charmer is a beam ot Light, 
Without a Cloud or ſport, for ever bright, 
With Beazty, nor affected, vain, nor proud, 


With greatneſs, cafie, affable, and good, 

The Soul, and Source of all thet we admire, 
Of every Joy, but hope to our defire: 

Like the chaſt Moon, ſhe ſhines to all Mankind, 


But to Endymion is her Love confin'd ; 


What cruel Deſtiny on Beauty waits, 
When on one Face depend fo many Fates ; 
Oblig'd by Honour, to relieve but One, 
By thouſands we deſpair, and are undone. 
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An Imitation 


Of the ſecond Chorus, i the ſecond | 
Act of Seneca's Thyeſtes. 


By Mr. George Granville. | 
T length the Gods, propitious to our Pray rs, | 
Compoſe our Tumults, and conclude our | 

The Songof /zachas repent the Guile (Wan, | 

Of Crowns ufurpr, and blood of Parents ſpilt ; | 

For impious Greatneſs, Vengeance is in ſtore, 

Short is the date of all ill-gotten Pow'r. 
Give car, ambitious Princes, and be wiſe, * | 

Liſten, and learn wherein true Greatneſs lies ; 

Place not your Pride in Roofs that ſhine with Gems, | 

In purple Robes, nor ſparkling Diadems, 

Nor in Dominion, nor extent of Land; 

He's only Great who can himſelf command. 
Whoſe Guard is peaceful Innocence, whoſe Guide 

Is faithful Reaſon, who is void of Pride, 


Checking 


— 
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Checking Ambition, nor is idly vain 
Of the falſe Incenſe of a popular Train. 


Who without ſtrife or envy can behold 
His Neighbour's Plenty, and his heaps of Gold, 
Nor covets other Wealth, but what we find 
In the Poſſeſſions of a Virtuous Mind. © 


Fearleſs he fees, who is with Virtue crown'd, 
The Tempeſt rage, and hears the Thunder ſound, 
Moſt truly Noble, who contemning Fate, 

In midſt of Spears and Javelins keeps his State, 
Compos'd and firm he ſtands, nor ſhrinks to feel 
The piercing Arrow, or the pointed Steel ; 
Diſdaining Chance, regardleſs he looks down, 
Ever the ſame, whether ſhe ſmile, or frown: 
Serenely as he liv'd, refigns his breath, 
Meets Deſtiny half way, nor grieves at Death. 
Ye 
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Ye Soveraign Lords, who fit like Gods in State, 
Awing the World, and buſtling to be Great ; 
Boaſt not of Pow'r, nor of Imperial Sway, 
Vaſlals your ſelves, who every Luſt obey ; 

The Reins of Empire, ill befit thoſe Hands, 
Where Paſſion governs, and where Rage commands. 


What is this Fame, for which our Kings are Slaves 
The breath of Fools, and blaſt of flattering Knaves. 
A peaceful Conſcience, and a generous Breaf, 

Of all che Gifts of Fortune are the beſt. 


What need of Arms, and Inſtruments of War, 
Or battering Engines which deſtroy from far ? 
Who Lord of his own Appetites can be, 

The greateſt King and Conquerour is He, 
Bleſt with a Pow'r, which nething can deſtroy, 
And cach is his own Maſter to enjoy. 


Whom 
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Whom worldly Luxury, and Pomps allure, 
They tread on Ice, and find no footing ſure ; 
Place me, ye Gods, in ſome obſcure retreat, 

Oh! keep me innnocent, make others Great : 

In quiet ſhades, content with Rural Sports, 
Give me « Life, remote from guilry Courts, 
Where free from Hopes or Fears, in humble Eaſe 
Unheard of 1 may live, and dye in Peace. 


Happy the Man, who thus retir'd from ſight, 
Studies himſelf, and ſeeks no other Light ! 


But moſt unhappy He, who ſits on high, 

. Expog'd to every Tongue, and every Eye, 
Whoſe Follies blaz'd about, to all are known, 
And are a fecret to himſelt alone : 
Worſe is an Evil Fame, much worſe, than none. 


Amor 
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Amor omnibus 1dem : 
Or, the 
Force of Love in all Creatares ; 


Being a 


Tranſlation of ſome Perſes in Virgil's third 
Georgick, from Verſe 20g to 
Verſe 235, 


Wie the nobler Horſes breed you raiſe, 
Or duller Herds your fertile Paſtures graze; 

Nothing will more a vigorous ſtrength produce, 

Than to forbid them the licentious uſe 

Of Love's enfeebling Rites: Be therefore ſure, 

Your Bulls are paſtur'd by themſelves ſecure j 

Let ſome broad River, or a riſing Hill 

Be interpos'd ; or let them take their fill 
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In cloſer Stalls: For wanton Love's deſire 

Is kindled at the Eyes ; whoſe waſtful fire 
Conſumes them by degrees, and makes them ſlight 
Their Food, while they behold the pleaſing fight. 
Beſides the fierce Encounters that enſue, 

When R7val Bulls th' alluring ObjeRt view : 

Who, both inſpir'd with Jealoufic and Rage, 

For the fair Female bloody Batrels wage : 

Till with black Blood their fides are cover'd ore, 
And their curl'd Forcheads meet with hideous roar, | 
Which neighbouring Groves, and diſtant Caves re- 
And great Olympus ecchos back the ſound, _ | 
Whilſt the glad Victor does the Spot maintain, 
And of his warlike hazards reaps the gain: 
The conquer'd Foe forſakes the Hoſtile place, 
With deep Reſentments of his paſt Diſgrace : 


The ignominious Wounds the Conquerour gave, , 


In his grievd mind no ſlight Impreſſion leave ; * 
Departing 
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Departing he his abſeat Love does moan, 

Looks back with longing Eyes,and many a Groanf 

On thoſe his ancicnt Realms, where once ” 
Rul'd alone. 

Then with redoubled Care his Strength ſupplies, 

Rough on the flinty Ground all Night lic lies, 

And Shrabs,and prickling7biſ/es for his Food ſuffice. 

Then runs his Horns into ſome ſolid Oak, 

Whoſe reeling Trunk does ſcarce ſuſtainthe ſtroke. 

With vain Afaulcs provokes the yielding Air, 

And makes his Flouriſhes before the War. 

Then with his Force and Strength prepar d,does go 


With beadlong Rage againſt th' uawary Foe: 
Like a white Wave that is defcry d from far 
Rolling its Vaſtneſs rowards the trighted Shore ; 
Till with loud Noiſe againſt the pointed Beats 
Ot folid Rocks, the moving Mountain breaks ; 


Z ſe Whylt 
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Whilſt the chaft Bifozws from the bottom throw 
The riſing Sands, that on the Surface flow. 


All Creatures thus the Force of Love do find; 
For, whether they be thoſe of Human Kind, 
Or Savaze Beaſts, or Neptune's ſpawning Fry, 
Or wanton Herds, or painted Birds that fly, 


They all the like tranſporting Fury try. 
'Tis with this Rage the Lyonefs is ſtung, 


When o're the Forreſt (mindleſs of her Young) 
She ſternly ſtalks : "Tis then the ſhapeleſs Bear 
With fierce deſire does to the Woods repair, 

And wide Deſtrution makes: "Tis then we fee 
The Savage Boar's and Tyger's Cruelty. 

Let then the Sun-burnt Traveller forbear 

In Lybia's Sandy Deſarts to appear. 
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See how the Winds the trembling Stallions fray, 
When firſt to their fagacious Noſtrils they 
The diſtant Female's well-known fcent convey ! 
Then no reſtraining Curbs, nor cruel blows 
Nor hollow Caves, nor obvious Rocks oppoſe 
Their paſhge, nor the Sea's objeRted Force, 
That bears the Mountains down its violent Courſe. 
The Sabine Boar does then prepare to wound, 
And whets his foamy Tusks,and paws the Ground: 

His Sides againſt the rugged Trees does tare, 
And hardens both his Shoulders for the War. 


What does the * Youth in whoſe enraged Veias 
The heat of Love's diſtemper'd Fever reigns ? 
Through ſtormy Seas he his bold Fortune tries, 
Tho' in his Face the obviods Bilnes riſe, | 


_—C__ 


* [rander. 


—— 
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And daſh him back to Shore ; whilſt from the Throne 
Of Heav'n its loud Artillery rattles down 
On his devoted Head: Nor can the ſound 


Of Waters which 7gainſt the Rocks rebound 
Recall his deſperate Courſe, nor all the Tears 
Occaſion'd by his careful Parents fears, { 
Nor his /ov'd* Nymph who ſoon the felſ-fame wy 


tune (ſhares. 


"Twere long to tell the ſpotted Linx's Wars, 
By Love excited : Or the farious Jars 
Of prowling Wolves,or Maſtives head-ſtrong Rage: 
Ev'n tim'rous Stags will for their Hinds engage. 


But moſt of all in Mares the amorous Fire 


Appcars; whom Yenw did Her ſelf inſpire. 
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What time that Potwian Glaxcns (to improve 
Their ſpeed) with-held them from the Rites of 
With Rage incens'd they ſtruck their Maſter dead, 
And on his mangled Limbs by piecemeal fed. 
Ore craggy Mountains Love their way does guide, 
And ſpurs them through the depths of Rivers wide: 
When Spring's ſoft Fire their melting Marrow burns 


(Love; 


(For 'tis in Spring the luſty warmth returns) 
They to the tops of ſteepeſt Hills repair, 
And with wide Noſtrils fouff the Weſtern Air, 
Wherewith conceiving, (wonderful to tell) | 
Without the Stallions help their Bellies (well: 
Whoſe frantick Fury makes them ſcour amain 
O're ſolid Rocks, and through the liquid Plain, [ 
Nor Hills, nor ſtreightning Vales their w_ 
Courſe reſtrain : 
Nor do they tow'rds che Suns upriſing ſteer 
Their head-ſtrong way,nor towards the frozen Bear, 
£ 4 Nor 
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Nor towards the place where tepid Aufter pours 
Upon the pregnant Earth his plenteous Showers: 
Till from their luſtful Groins at laſt does fall 

Their Off-ſpring, which the Shepherds rightly call 
Flippomanes : 'A ſlimy, poiſonous Juice, 

Which muttering Srep- Dames in [nchantments ule, 
Andin the myſtick Cup their powerful Herbs infuſe. 
But time is loſt, which never will renew, 


Whilſt raviſh'd, we the plcaſing Theam purſue. 
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T Vo 
Mr. CONGREFPVE. 


EPISTOLARY ODE 


Occaſion'd by his late Play. 
From Mr. TALDEN. 


L 
þ Am'd Witsand Beauties ſhare this common fate, 


To ſtand expos'd to publick Love and Hare, 
In ev'ry Breaſt They diff 'rent Paſſions raiſe, 
At once provoke our Envy, and our Praiſe. 
For when, like you, ſome noble Youth appears, 
For Wit and Humoyr fam'd above his Years: 
Each emulous Muſe, that views the Laurel won, 
Muſt praiſe the worth ſo much tranſcends their 
own, 
And, while his Fame they cnvy, add to his renown- 
But ſure like you, no youth, cou'd pleaſe, 
Nor 
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Nor at his firſt attempt boaſt ſuch ſucceſs : 
Where all Mankind have fail'd, you glories won : 
Triumphaur are in this alone, 
In this, have all the Bards of old outdone. 
IL. 
Then may'ſt thou rule our Stage in triumph long, 
May | Thou it's injur'd Fame revive, 
And matchleſs proofs of Wit, and Humour, give, 
Reforming with thy Scenes, and Charming with 
thy Song, 
And tho' a Curſe ill-fated Wit perſucs, 
And waits the Fatal Dowry of a Muſe: 
Yet may thy riſing Fortunes be 
Secure from all the blaſts of Poetry ; 
As thy own Laurels flouriſhing appear, ws 
Unfully'd ſtill with Cares,nor clog'd with Hope and 
As from its want's be from its Vices free, 


From nauſcous fervil Flattery: 
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Nor to a Patron proſtitute thy Mind, 
Tho' like Auguſtus Great, as Fam'd Macenas kind. 
"n. 


Tho' great in Fame! believe me generous Youth, 


Beheve this oft experienc'd Truth, och. 
From him that knows thy Virtues,and admirestheir 
Tho' Thou'rt above what vulgar Poets fear, 
Truſt not the ungrateful World too far ; 
Truſt not the Smiles of the inconſtant Town : 
Truſt not the Plaudits of a Theater, 
(Which D—fy ſhall, with Thee,and Dryden ſhare) 
Nor to a Stages int'reſt Sacrifice thy own. 
Thy Genius, that's for Nobler things defign'd, 
May at looſe Hours oblige Mankind : 
Then great as is thy Fame, thy Fortunes raiſe, 
Joyn thriving int'reſt to thy barren Bays, 
And teach the World to envy, as thou do'ſt to praile. 
The World,that does like common Whores embrace, 


Injurious ſtill to thoſe it docs careſs : Ioju- 


- 


—— 
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Injurious as the tainted Breath of Fame, 


That blaſts a Poet's Fortunes,while it ſounds his Name. 
IV. 
When firſt a Muſe inflames ſome Youthful Breaſt, 


Like an unpractisd Virgin, ſtill ſhe's kind: 
Adornd with Graces then, and Beauties bleſt, 
She charms the Ear with Fame, with Raprures fills the 

Then from all Cares the happy Touth is  n 
But thoſe of Love and Poetry : 
Cares, ſtill allay'd with pleaſing Charms, "Fs 
That Crown the Head with Bays, with Beauty fill the 
But all a Woman's Frailtics ſoon ſhe ſhows, 

Too ſoon a ſtale domeſtick Creature grows : 
Then wedded to a Muſe that's nauſeous grown, 
We loath what we enjoy, druge when the Pleaſure's 

For tempted with imaginary Bays, (gon. 

Fed with immortal Hopes, and empty Praiſe : 
He Fame purſues, that fair, but treacherous, bait, 
Grows wiſe, when he's undone, repents when'tis too 
hte V. Small 
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V. 
Small are the Trophies of his boaſted Bays, 
The Great Man's promiſe, for his flattering Toy], 
Fame in reverſion, and the publick ſmile, 

All vaincr than his Hopes, uncertain as his Praiſe. 
'Twas thus in Mournful Numbers heretofore, 
Negleded Spencer did his Fate deplore : 

Long did his injur'd Muſe complain, 

Admir'd in midſt of Wants,and Charming ſtillin vain 

Long did the Generous Cowley Mourn, 
And long oblig'd the Age without return : ; 
Deny'd what every Wretch obtains of Fate, 
An humble Roof, and an obſcure retreat, 
Condemn'd to needy Fame, and to be miſerably great. 
, Thus did the World thy great Fore-Fathers uſe, 
Thus all the inſpir'd Bard: before, 
Did their hereditary 11s deplore : 
From tuneful Chaxcer's, down to thy own Dryden's 
Muſe. VI. Yet 


—— 
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VI. 
Yet pleas'd with gaudy ruin Youth will on, 
As proud by publick Fame to be undone ; 
Pleas'd tho' he does the worſt of Labours chile, 
To ſerve a Barb'rous Age, and an ungrateful Muſe. 
Since Drydes's (elf, to Wit's great Empire born, 
Whoſe Genius and exalted Name, 
Triumph with all the Speils of Wit and Fame ; 
Muſt midſt the loud Applauſe his barren Lawe!; 
mourn, "FE 
Even that Fam'd Mas whom all the World ad- 
Whom every Grace adorns, and Muſe inſpires: 
Like the great injur'd 7aſſo ſhows, 
Triumphant in the midſt of Woes ; 
In all his Wants Majeſtick til! appears, 
Charming the Age to which he ows his Cares, 
And cheriſhing that Maſe whoſe fatal Car ſe he bears, 
From Mz. Col. Oxon, f 
ON 
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His Miſtreſs drown. 
| BY 
Mr. S—— 


Weet Stream, that doſt with equal pace 


ls Both thy ſelf fly, and thy felf chace, 
Forbear a while to flow, 
ry And liſten ro my Woe, 


Then go, and tell the Sea that all its brine 
Is freſh, compar'd to mine ; 
Inform it that the gentler Dame, 
s Who was the life of all my Flame, 
irs. la the Glory of her Bud 
Has paſsd the fatal Flood, 
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Death by this only ſtroak triumphs above 
The greateſt power of Love: 
Alas, alas! I muſt give o're, 
My ſighs will let me add no more. 
Go on, ſweet Stream, and henceforth reſt 
'1 No more than does my troubl'd Breaſt ; 
And if my fad Complaints have made thee ſtay, 
Theſe tears, theſe tears ſhall mend thy way. 
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To the Pious Memoty | 

Of the Accompliſhe Young LADY 
Mrs. ANNE KILLIGREW. * 
EXCELLENT | 

| In the two Siſter-Arts of Potfie, and Painting, 
An OD E. 
BY 


Mr. DRTDEN. 


t. 

Hou youngeſt Virgin-Daughtet of the Skies, 

Made in the laſt Promotion of the Bleft ; 
Whoſe Palms, new pluck from Paradiſe, 
in ſpreading Branches more ſublimely riſe, 

& with Immortal Gretn above the reſt : 


- A 4 Whether, 
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Whether, adopted to ſome Neighbouring Star, 
Thou rol'ſt above us, in thy wand ring Race, 
| Or, in Proceſſion fixt and regular, 
| Mov'd with the Heavens Majeſtick Pace x 
| Or, call'd to ryore Superjour Bliſs, 
| Thou tread'ſt, with Seraphims, the vaſt 44y/5. 
What ever happy Region is thy place, 
Ceaſe thy Celeſtial Song a little ſpace; 
(Thou wilt have time enough for Hymns Divine, 
Since Heav'ns Eternal Year is thine.) 
Hear then a Mortal Muſe thy Praiſe rehearſe, 
In no ignoble Verſe ; 
But ſuch as thy own voice did praQtiſe hers, 
When thy firſt Fruits of Poefie were giv'n;. 
Te make thy ſelf a welcome Inmate there: 
While yet a young Probationer, 
And Candidate of Heav'n 
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If by TraduQtion came thy Mind, % 
Our Wonder is the lefs to find 

A Soul ſo charming from # Stock fo good ; 

Thy Father was transfus'd into thy Blood: 

So wert thou born into the runeful ſtrain, 

(An carly, rich, and inexhauſted-Vein.) 

But if thy Przexiſting Soul 
Was form'd, at firſt, with Myriads more, 

It did through all the Mighty Poets roul, 
Who Greet or Latine Laurels wore. 

And was that Sappho laſt, which once it was before. 
If , then'ceaſe thy flight, O Z7eav/a-born Mitd! 
Thou haſt no Dreſs to purpt from thy Rich Ore: 
Nor can thy Soul a fairer Manſion find, 

Than es the Beawteous Frame the left behind : : 

Return, to fill or mend the Quire, of thy Celeſtial 

kind. 


Aaz> 3. May 
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May weprefume to ſay,that atthy Birth, (Barth. 
New joy was ſprung in Heav'n, as well as here on 
For fure the Milder Planets did combine 
On thy Auſpicious Horoſcope to ſhine, 
And ev'n the moſt Malicious were in Trine. 
Thy Brother- Angels at thy Birth 
Strung each his Lyre, and tun'd it high, 
That all the People of the Skie 
Might know a Poereſs was born on Earth. 
And then if ever, Mortal Ears 
Had heard the Muſick of the Spheres! 
And if no clufring Swarm of Bees 
On thy ſweet Mouth diſtill'd their golden Dew, 
"Twas that, ſuch vulgar Miracles, 
Heav'n had not Leafure to renew : 
For all the Beſt Fraternity of Love (above 
Solemniz'd there thy Birth, and kept thy Holyday 
| * 
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O Gracious God ! How far have we 
Prophan'd thy Heav'nly Gift of Poeſy ? 
Made proſtitute and profligate the Muſe, 
Debas'd to each obſcene and impious uſe, 
) Whoſe Harmony was firſt ordain'd Abeve 
For Tongues of Avgels, and for Fiymas of Love? 
O wretched We! why were we hurry'd down 
This lubrique and adult'rate age, 
(Nay added fat Pollutions of our own) 
T'increaſe the ſteaming Ordures of the Stage? 
What can we fay texcuſe our Second Fally 
Let this thy Yeftal, Heav'o, attone for all! 
w, Her Aretbuftan Stream remains unſoil'd, 
Unmixt with Forreign Filth, and undefil'd, 
Her Wit was more than Man, her Innocence a 
Child ! 


” 


Aaz 5. Art 


The THIRD PART 


5. 

Art ſhe had none, yet wanted none : 

For Nature did that Want ſupply, 

So rich in Treaſures of her Own, 

She might our boaſted Srores defy: 
Such Noble Vigour did her Verſe adorn, 
That it ſeer'd borrow'd, where 'ewasonly born. 
Her Morals too were in her Boſoms bred 

By great Examples daily fed, 

What in the beſt of Boots, her Father's Life,ſbe read. 
And to be read her ſelf ſhe need not fear, 
Each Teſt, and ev'ry Light, her Muſe will bear, 
Though Epiftetus with his Lamp were there. 
Ev'n Love (for Love ſometimes her Maſe expreſt) 
Was but a Lawbent-flame which play'd about her 
Breaſt : 
Light 8s the Vapours of a Morning Dream, 
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So cold her ſelf, whilſt ſhe ſuch Warmth expreſt, 
"Twas Cupid bathing in Diana's Stream. 
" WR 
Born to the Spacious Empire of the Nine, =: 
One wou'd have thought, ſhe ſhou'd have been con- 
To manage welPthat Mighty Government ; 
n, But what can young ambitious Souls confine ? 


To the next Realm ſhe ſtretcht her Sway, 
For Painture near adjoyning lay, 


2d. A plenteous Province, and alluring Prey. 
A Chamber of Dependences was fram'd, 
ar, (As Conquerors will never want Pretence, 


When arm's, to juſtific th' Offence) 
eſt) And the whole Fief, in right of Poetry ſhe claim'd. 


her The Country open lay without Defence : 
For Poets frequent In-rodes there had made, 
p | And perſeRly cou'd repreſent 


The Shape, the Face, with ev'ry Lincament ; 
Aan4 And 
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And all the large Demains which the Dumb-fifter 
| All bow'd beneath her Government, ©*%'% 
Receiv'd in Triumph whereſoe're ſhe went. 
Her Pencil drew, what e're her Soul defign'd, 
And oft the happy Draught ſurpals'd the Image in her 
The Sylvan Scenes of Herds and Flocks, (Ws 
And fruitful Plains and barren Rocks, 
Of ſhallow Brooks that flow'd fo clear, 
The bottom did the top appear; 
' Of deeper too and ampler Floods, 
Which as in Mirrors, ſhew'd the Woods; 
Of lofty Trees, with Sacred Shades, 
And PerſpeQtives of pleaſant Glades, 
Where Ny mphs of brighteſt Form appear, 
And ſhaggy Satyrs ſtanding near, 
Which them at once admire and fear. 
The Ruines too of ſome Majeſtick Piece, 
Boaſting'the Pow Tof ancient Rome or Greece. 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe Statues, Freezes, Columns broken lie, 
And tho' defac'd, the Wonder of the Eye, 
What Nature, Art, bold Fiftiene're durſt frame, 
Her forming Hand gave Feature to the Name. 
$o ſtrange a Concourſe ne're was ſeen before, 
But when the peopl'd Art the whole Creation bore. 
7. 

The Scene then chaog'd, with bold Ereted Look 
Our Martial King the Gght with Revereace ſtrook: 

For not content t'expreſs his Outward Part, 

Her hand calld out the Image of his Heart, 
His Warlike Mind, his Soul devoid of Fear, 
His High-defigning 7houghts, vr igucd tr 
As when, by Magick, Ghoſts are made appear. 


7 


Our Phenix Queen was portrai'd too ſo bright, 
Beauty alone con'd Beanty take fo right : 
Her Dreſs, her Shape, her matchlefs Grace, 
Were all obſerv'd, as well as heav'nly Face. 


My 


ole 


Wuth 


® / 
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With ſuch 4 Poerles Majeſty ſhe ſtands, 
As in that Day ſhe took the Crown from D—_ 
Before a Train of Heroins was (cen, 
In Beauty foremoſt, as in Rank, the Queen ! 

Thus nattung to her Genizs was deny'd, 
But like a Ball of Fire the turther thrown, 

Still with « greater Blaze ſhe ſhone, 
And her bright Soul broke out on evTy fide. 
What next ſhe had deſign'd, Heaven only knows, 
To ſuch Immod'rare Growth her Conqueſt roſe, 
That Fate alone its Progreſs cou'd oppoſe. 

8. 

Now all thoſe-Charms, that blooming Grace, 
The well-proportion'd Shape, and beauteous Face, 
Shall never more be ſeen by Mortal Eyes; 

In Earth the much lamemed Virgin lies ! 
Not Wit, nor Picty cou'd Fate prevent ; 
Nor was the cruel Deſtiny content 
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To finiſh all che Murder at a blow, 
3 To ſweepet once her Life, and Beawy too; 
But, like a harda'd Fellon, took n pride 
To work more Miſchievouſly flow, 
Ard plunder'd firſt, and then deſtroy'd. 
O double Sacriledge on things Divine, 
To rob the Relique, and deface the Shrine ! 
But thus Oriada dy'd: 
wy Heav'n, by the ſame Diſcaſe, didboth tranſlate, 
As equal were their Souls, ſo equal was their Fate. 
; 9 
Mean time her Warlike Brother on the Seas 
ict, His waving Streamers to the Winds diſplays, 
And vows for his Return, with vain Devotion, pays. 
Ah, Generous Youth, that Wiſh forbear, 
The Winds too ſoon will waft thee here / 
Slack all thy Sails, and fear to come, 
Alas, thou know 'ſt not, thou art wreck'd at home ! 
No 
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No more ſhalt thou behold thy Siſter's Face, 
Thou haſt already had her laſt Embrace. 
But look aloft, and if thou ken'ſt from far, 
Among the Pleiad's a New-kind!'d Star, 
If any ſparkles, than the reſt, more bright, 
"Tis ſhe that ſhines in that propitious Light. 
0, 
When in mid- Air, the Golden Trump ſhall ſound, 
To raiſe the Nations under ground ; 
When in the Valley of Jehoſaphat, 
The Judging God ſhall cloſe the book of Fate; 
And there the laſt Aſfzes keep, 
For thoſe who Wake, and thoſe who Sleep ; 
When ratling Boxes together fly, 
1 From the four Corners of the Skie, 
When Sinews o're the Skeletons are ſpread, 
Thoſe cloath'd with Fleſh,and Life inſpires the Dead; 


— — _—_ 


The 
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The Sacred Poets firſt hall bear the Sound, 
And formoſt from the Tomb ſhall bound : 
For they are cover'd with the lighteſt Ground, 
And ſtreight, with in-born Vigour, on the Wing, 
Like mounting Larks, to the New Morning fing. 
There Thou, ſweet Saint, before the Quire ſhalt go, 
As Harbinger of Heav'n, the Way to ſhow, 
The Way which thou fo well haſt learn'd below. 


364 The THIRD PART 


"—_— 


TO THE 


Earl of CARLISLE 


oOPON THE 


DEATH of His SON 


BEFORE 


LUXEMBURG. 


| = pas CE —_ 


Yeenvious Powers,that we ſhou'd only ſee 
This Copy of your own Divinity ? 
Or thought ye it furpaſſing Human State, 
To have a Bleſſing laſting as 'twas Great? 
Your cruel Skill you better ne're had ſhown, 
Since you fo foon defign'd him all your own, 
Such torturing Favours to the Demn'd are given, 
Whea to cacreaſe their Hell, you ſhow 'em Heav'n. 
Was 
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Was it too Godlike, he ſhou'd long iaherit 


At once his Father's, and his Uacle's Spirit? 
Yet as much Beauty, ad as calm a Breaf 
As the mild Dame, whoſe teeming Womb he bleſt. 
H' had all the Favours Providence cou'd give, 
Except its own Prerogative to live: | 
Reſerv'd in Pleaſures, and in Dangers bold, 
Youthful in AQtian, and in Prudence old : 

His humble Greatneſs, and ſubmiſſive State, 
Made his Life fall of Wonder, as his Fate. : 
One, who ta all the heights of Learning bred, 
Read Books, and Men, and prattis'd what he read. 
Round the wide Globe ſcarce did the buſie Sun 


With greater haſte, and greater Luſtre rug, 
True Gallantry and Grandure he deſcry'd 
From the French Fopperies, and Germas Pride. 
And like th' induſtrious Bee, where e're he flew, 
Gather'd the Sweets which on ſweet Bloſſoms grew: 
| Babel's 
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Babel's confuſed Speeches on his Tongue, 
With a ſweet Harmony and Concord hung, 
More Countries than for Homer did conteſt, 
Do ftrive who moſt were by his Preſence bleſt. 
Nor did his Wiſdom damp his Martial Fire, 
Minerva bath her Portions did inſpire, ; 
Uſe of the Warkke Bow, and Peaceful Lyre. 

So Ceſar doubly triumph'd when he wrote, 
Showing like Wit, as Valour, when he fought. 


If God (as Plare taught) Example takes 
From his own Works, and Souls by Patterns makes, 
Much of himſelf in him he did unfold, ? 


And caſt him in his Darling Sidzey's Mold, 
Of too refin'd a Subſtance to be old. | 
Both did alike diſdain an Hero's Rage, 
Shou'd come like an Inheritance by Axe. 


Ambiriouſſy 
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Ambitiouſly did both conſpire to ewiſt 
Bays with the Ivy, which cheir Temples kiſt : 
Scorning to wait the ſlow advance of Time, ? 


Both fell like carly Bloſſoms in their Prime? 

By blind Events, and Providence's Crime. 

Yet both, like Codruws, ore their yielding Foe 
Obtain'd the Conqueſt, in their Overthrow ; 
And longer Life do purchaſe by their Death, 

, In Fame compleating what they want in breath, 
Oh! had kind Fate ſtretcht the contracted Span, 
To the full Glories of a perfet Man ; 

And as he grew cou'd every rolling Yeat 

A new addition to onr Wonder bear, 

H' had paid to his liluſtrious Line that Stock 
Of ancient tAbour, which trom theace he took. 
But oh! 

So haſty Fruits, and too atnbitious Flowers, 
corning the Midwifery of ripening Showers, 
Bb la 


uſly 
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In ſpight of Froſts, pring from th' anwilling Earth, 
But find a nip untimely as their birth. 

Abortive Iſſues fo delude the Womb, 

And ſcar? have Being, e're they want « Tomb. 


Forgive (my Lord) the Muſe that does aſpire 
With a new breath to fan your raging Fire ; 
Whoſe each officious and unskilful ſound 
Can with freſh Torture but enlarge the wound. 
Cou'd I, with David, curſe the guilty Plain 
Where one more lov'd than Jonathan was ſlain: 
Or cou'd 1 flights high as his Merits raiſe, 

Clear as his Vertue, deathleſs as his Praiſe, 

None who (tho' Laurets crown'd their aged Head) 
Admir'd him living, and ador'd hidtead, 
With more Devotion ſhou'd enroll his Name 
ln the long Conſecrated Liſt of Fame. 
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But fince my artleſs and unhallow'd Strain 

Will che high worth, it ſhould commend,proptune; 
Since T deſpait my humble Verſe ou yoore 
Great as your loſs, or tender as your Love; 

My Heart with ſighings, and with tears mine Eye, 
Shall the defe@t of written Grief ſupply. 
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THE 


8 
7 N S E C TL. 


AGAINST 


B U L K 


Ineft ſua gratia parvis. 


By Mr. TY ALDE N. 


Here Greatneſs is to Nature's Works deny'd, 
In Worth and Beaaty it is well ſupply'd: 
| In a ſmall ſpace the more PerfeRion's ſhowa, 
And what is exquiſite, in Little's done. 
| Thus Beams contracted in a narrow Glaſs, 
To Flames convert their larger uſelds Rays. 


'Tis Nature's ſmalleſt products pleaſe the Eye, 
Whilſt greater Births paſs unreguarded by : 


Her 
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Her Monſters ſeem a Violence to fight, 
They're form'd for Terrour, Inſe@ts to delight. 
Thus when ſhe nicely frames a piece of Art, 
Fine are her ſtroaks, and ſmall in eved part; 
No Labour can ſhe boaſt more wonderful, 
Than to inform an Atom with a Soul : 

To animate her little beauteous Fly, 

And cloath it in her gaudy'ſt Drapery. 


d, Thus does the little Epigram delight, _. 
And charm us with its minature of Wit: 
Whilſt tedious Authors give the Reader pain, 
Weary his thoughts, and make him toil in vain; 
Whenyin lefs Volumes we more pleaſure find, 
And what diverts, ſtill beſt informs the Mind. 


'e, 'Tis the ſmall Inſet looks corre and fair, 
And ſeems the produt of her niceſt Care. 
Bb 3 When 


ict 
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When weary'd out with the ſtupendious weight, 
Of forming Prodigies, and Brutes of State : 
Then the the Inſet frames, her Maſterpiece, 


Made for Diverſion, and deſign'd to pleaſe. 


Thus Archimedes, in his Cryſtal Sphere, 
Seem'd to corre@t the World's Artificer: 
Whilſt the large Globe moves round "A. 
His beautecus Orbs in nimbler Circles play ; 

This ſeem'd the Nobler Labour of the two, 
Great was the Sphere above, but fice below. 


Thus'ſmalleſt things have a peculiar Grace, 
The great w admire, but 'tis the little pleaſe ; 
Then fince the leaſt fo beautifully how, 

B advis'din time, my Muſe, and learn to know 
A Poet's Lines ſhou'd be correR, and few. 


Writies 
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Written in 4 


LADYs Advice 


10 A 


DAUGHTER 


Wk true—in theſe well-poliſh'd Lines, 

b- The Author's Noble Genius ſhines : 
A happy Wit, a thought well weighd, 
And in a Charming Dreſs convey, 
Adorn each curious Page— tis true : 
But what's all this, fair Maid, to You ? 
Have lovely Faces need of Paint ? 6 
Are Manuals uſcful to a Saint ? 

| Let careleſs Nymphs be ply'd with Rules, 


Let Wit be thrown among the Fools : 

In both of theſe You boaſt a Store, 

Compar'd with which, our Author's poor. 

'Bb 4 Alas / 


11s, 
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Alas! as He dire&s his Pen 

To Maids, - ſhou'd You adviſe the Men ; 
Shou'd You your caſfic Minutes vex, 

To make Repriſals on the Sex, 

We great Pretenders then ſhou'd find 

Our Selves, our Darling Selves, out-ſhin'd, 
Not more in Body, than in Mind : 

She-Wit and Senſe wou'd mount the Throne, 
And our lov'd Salic-Law be gone. 
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LADYs WALLER 


HE Lovely Owner of this Book 
Does here on her own Image look: 
Each happy Page, cach finiſh'd Line 
Does with Her matchleſs Graces ſhine ; 
And is, with Common Verſe compar'd, 
What She is among Beauty's Herd. 

The Poet boaſts a Lofty thought, 

In Softeſt Numbers Smoothly wrought ; 
Has all that pleaſes the gevere, 

And all that charms a Liſ'ning Ear. 
And ſuch the Nymph is—bleſt with all 
That we can Sweet, or Noble call : f 
For never ſure was any Mind, 

Of all that from Heav'ns Treaſury came, 
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Of better Make, and more Refin'd, 

Or lodg'd within a Fairer Frame. 

Such  Anzels ſeem, when pleas'd to wear 
Some lovely Dreſs of colour'd Air! 

Oh ! had the liv'd, before the old 

Bard had fo many Winters told ; 

Then, when his Youthful Veins ran high, 
Enflam'd with Love, and Poetry ; 

He only to This ſhining Maid 

The Tribute of his Verſe had paid : 

No meaner Face, no kefſer Name 

Had fix'd his Eyes, or fed his Flame ; 
Her Beauties had employ'd his Tongue, 
And Sacharifſa dy'd unſung, 
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CO I 


Written in the 


Leaves of a FAN 


LAVTA the leaſt avd flightaſt Toy 
Can, with refiſtlefs rc, employ. 

This Fan, -in meaner Hands, wou'd prove 

An Engine, of ſmall Force, in Love. 

Yet the, with Graceful Air and Meen, 

(Not to be told! or faſely ſeen!) 

DireQs its wanton Motions fo, 

That it wounds more than Cupid”s Bow : 

Gives Coolnefs to the matchlef Dame, 

To every other Breaſt a Flame. 
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_ — —_l EEo_ 


AN 


Incomparable O D E 
OF 


MAL HH E R Bs. 
Written by 


Wim when the Marriage was afoot 
between this King of France, and 
Anne of Auſtria. 


Tranſlated by a Perſon of Quality, a great 
Admirer of the eaſineſs of the Frenc 


Poetry. 
Ette Ame f bele,) 4 7 Po Anna lo Fair, 
won vante ff fort, $o talk'd of by 


5 Fame, 
Pourguey ne vient Elle? | | Why don't ſhe appear? 
| wy ſhe's to blame! 
Sr 


Frayment, Ele atort! }) 
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Son Loi ſolpire Lew fighs for the ſake 
Apres ſet Appas : | Ofher Charms, as they 
| lay: 
Que vent elle dire, | What excuſe can ſhe 
| make, 


Que elle ne wiewt pas} } HG enniteicn 


$i il ue la poſſede, If he does n't poſleſs, 
Il ren va Mourir ; 


—  —— 
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On the 
Dutcheſs of Por:ſmouth's 
PICTURE. 


Brittain, not Egypt, had been Glorious made ; 
Auguſtus then, like Jalias, had obey'd : 

A Nobler Theam had been the Poet's boaſt, 
That all the World for Love had well been loſt 
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SONG. 


Earl of Rocheſter. 


Nlulting Beauty, you miſpend 

Thoſe Frowns upon your Slave; 
Your Scorn againſt ſuch Rebels bend, 
Who dare with confidence pretend, 
That other Eyes their Hearts defend, 
From all the Charms you have. 


Your conquering Eyes fo partial are, 
Or Mankind is fo dull, 

That while 1 languiſh in Deſpair, 

Many proud ſenſeleſs Hearty declare, 


They 
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They find you not fo killing Fair, 
To wiſh you merciful. 


They an Inglorious Freedom boaſt 
I triumph in my Chain ; 

Nor am l unreveng'd, though loſt ; 

Nor you unpuaiſh'd, though unjuſt, 

When I alone, who love you moſt, 

{ Am killd with your Diſdgin. 
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For the 


KING's Birth-Day, 
_— forth, bright Sun, and gild the Day, 


With a more than common Ray. 


The Day that gave us more, 
Than all the rolling Years that Thou 

Haſt number'd out, cou'd e're beſtow, 
Or Brittain wilh before. 


From greenneſs of Touth, to ripeneſs of Age, 
., With what dangers, what troubles Cid Ceſar en” 


tb” 


In the Field, on the Flood, (gage 
Through the Waves,and through Bl od, 

\ G ie Race of bright Honour he ran] 
How Great in Diſtreſs, 


Cc 


384 The THIRD PART 


How Calm in Succeſs! 

| In both, how much more than Man / 
1 CHORVS. 

| Where-e're his Birth had been by Fortune plac'd, 
Such Vertue Heav'n muſt needs havecrown'd et laſt, 


Heav'n has been juſt, and Right has prevail, 
| Tho' by Hell's Malice and Forces aſlail'd ; 
| Rebellion and FaRtion are ſunk whence they roſe, 
And Ceſar the Wounds of his Nation does cloſe, 
Rewarding his Friends, and forgiving his Foes. 
In the Glory gain'd by War, 
© Vulgar Hands and Fortune ſhare ; 
But the more Noble and Solid Renown 
That ariſes from Pardon to Penitents ſhown, 
All render to Ceſar, tis Ceſar 's alone. 
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Ceſar nobly does diſdain 
Over lefs than Hearts to Reign ; 
Let Tyrants force th ignobler part, 
God and Ceſar claim the Heart. 


Hark how the Nation Unfted rejoyces 
In. the glad Conſort of Hearts and of Voices / 
What Thanks they expreſs 
For their Plenty and Peace, 
And the long deſir'd Bleſhn;#6t Freedom and Eaſe. 


Hark, the Þy ful Song goes round, 
Tis the Univerſal Sound : 


"wn, Long may Heaven and Ce/ar ſmile; 


Heaven on Him, and He on us; 


Cc 32 
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4 And long, long Rule it thus! 
As lov'd in Peace, as fear'd in Arm, 


And ever bleſt in Gloriana's Charms. 
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S O N G. 


x. 
Frer the fierceſt Pangs of hot Deſire, 
Between Panthea's riſing Breafts, 
His bending Breaſt Philander reſts: 
And vanquiſht, yet unknowing to retire, 
Cloſe hugs the Charmer, and aſham'd' to yitld, 
Tho' he has loſt the day, yet keeps the Ficld. 
2. 
When, witha ſigh, the fair Panthea faid, 
What Pity "tis, ye Gods, that all 
The Nobleſt Warriours ſooneſt fall: 
Then with a Kiſs ſhe gently rear'd his Head ; 
Arm'd him again to fight, for nobly ſhe 
More lov'd the Combat than the Vidory. 
Cc 3+ 3- Bur 
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3- 
But more enrag'd, for being beat before, 
With all his ſtreogth he does prepare * 
More fiercely to renew the War; 
Nor ceas'd he ti!l the Noble Prize he bore: 
Ev'n» her much wondrous Courage did ſurpriſe, 
She hugs the Dart that wounded her, and gics, 


- 
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A 
S O N G. 
" 
Hrough moernful Shades, and ſolitary Groves, 
T Fann'd with the ſighs of unſucceksful Loves, 
Wild with Deſpairs, young Thyrfs lirays, 
Thinks over all Amyra's Heav'nly Charms, 
Thinks he now ſees her in another's Arms ; 
Then at forme Willow's Root himſelf he lays, 
The Loyelieſt, moſt unhappy Swain ; 
And thus to the wild Woods he does complain. 


2. 


How art thou chang'd, O Thyrfis, fince the time 

When thou cou'dſt love,and hope without a Crime; 
When Nature's Pride, and Earth's Delight, 

As through her ſhady Evening Grove ſhe paſt, 

Cc 4 And 
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And a new day did all around her caft ; 
Cou'd fee, nor be offended at the fight: 
The mekting, fighing, wiſhing Swain, 
3 
Riches and Titles ! why ſhou'd they prevail, 
Where Duty, Love, and Adoration fail ? 
Lovely Amyra, ſhou'dſt thou prize 
The empty noiſe that a fine Title makes ; 


Or the vile Traſh that with the Vulgar takes, 
Before a Heart that bleeds for thee, and dies : 
Unkind! but pity the poor Swain 

Your Rigour kills, nor Triumph in the Slain. 
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OU fay. you love! Repeat again, 
Repeat th' amazing Sound ; 
Repeat the caſe of all my pain, 
The Cure of ev'iry Wound. 


What you to thouſands have deny'd, 
To me you freely give ; 

Whilſt 1 in bumble Silence dy'd, 
Your Mercy bids me live. 


So on cold Latwos top cach Night, 
Endymion fighing lay, 
/ Gaz'd on the Moon's tranſcendant Light, 
Deſpair'd, and durſt not Pray. 


.S O.N G. 


The THIRD PART” 
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— 


But Divine Cyhia ſaw his Grief, 
Th' effe& of conquering Charms; 

Unask'd, the Goddeſs brings relief, 
And falls into his Arm. 
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Aireſt of thy Sex, ant! beſt, 
F Admit my humble Tale; \ 


'Twill eaſe the Torment of my Breaf, 
Tho" I ſhall ne're prevail. 


No fond Ambition me does move 
Your Favour to implore, 

I ask not for return of Love, 

But Freedom to adore. 
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To the King 


In the Year 1686. 


BY 


Mr. George Granville. 


[ __ old, by Rapine and by Spoil, 
In ſearch of Fame,did all the World embral 


Thus to their Gods each then ally'd his Name, 
This ſprang from Jeve, and that from Titan came; 
With equal Valour, and with like Succeſs, 
Dread King, might'ſt thou the Univerſe oppref; 
But Chriſtian Rules conſtrain thy Martial Pride; 
Peace is thy Choice, and Piety thy Guide : 

By thy Example Kings may learn to ſway, 
Heroes are taught to fight, and Saints to pray: 


> 
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The Grecian Chiefs had Vertue but in ſhare; 
Nefler was wiſe, but 4jax brave in War : 
Their very Deities were grac'd no more, 
Marr had the Courage, Jeve the Thunder bare: 
But all PerfeQtions meet in James alone; 
And Brittain's King is all the Gods in one. 
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HARRY MARTEN'is 
S T1 &aAP 


BY 


HIMSELE. 


HE or elſewhere (all's one. to you, to me) 
Earth, Air, or Water gripes my Ghoſtleh 
Duſt, 
None knowing when brave Fire ſhall ſer it free ; 
Reader, if you an oft 'try'd Rule will truſt, 
Tow ll gladly Do and Suffer what you muſt. 
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| To his Friend 
Captain Chamberhne ; 


In Love with a Lady he had 
taken in an Al/periene Prize 
at Sea. 


In Allufron to the 4th Ode of Horace, Lib. the 1d. 
BY 


Mr. TALDEN. 


L. 
- wa no diſgrace (brave Youth) to own 
By « fair Slave you are undone : 
Why doſt thou bluſh to hear that Name ! 
And ifle thus a Generous Flame! 
Did not the fair Briſeis heretofore 
With powerful Charms ſubdue 2 

What 
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 — — 


What tho' « Captive, ſtill ſhe bore 
Thoſe Eyes that Freedom covu'd reſtore, 


Did- yield to bright Tecmeſſa's Charms : 

And all the Laurels he had won, 

As Trophics at her Feet were thrown. 
When beautiful in tears.he view'd the mourningFar, 


The Hero felt her Power : 
Tho' great in Camps, and fierce in War, 
Her ſofter looks he cou'd not bear, 
Proud to become her Slave,tho' late her Conquerout 
3- 

When Beawfy in Diſtreſs appears, 
An irrefiſtles Charm it bears: 
In every Breaſt does pity Move, 


Piry the tender'& part of Love. 
Amidlt 
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Amidſt his Triumphs great Atrides ſhew'd 
Unto « weeping Maid : 
Tho” Troy was by his Arms fubda'd, 
And Greece the bloody Trophies view'd, 
Yet at a Captive's feet the imploring Victor laid. ' 
4- 
Think not, thy Charming Maid can be 
Of a baſe Stock, a mean Degree : 
Her Shape, her Air, her every Grace, 
A more than Yalgar Birth confeſs. 
Yes, yes, my Friend, with Royal Blood (he's great, 
Sprung from ſome Monarch's bed : 
Now mourns her Family's hard Fate, 
Her mighty Fall, and abje&t State, 
And her Illuſtrious Race conceals with Noble Prifle, 
"2. 
Ah think not an Ignoble Houſe! 
Cov'd ſuch a Heroine produce: 
Dd 
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Nor think ſuch generous fprightly Blood, 
Cou'd flow from the corrupted Crowd. * 
But view her Courage, her undaunted Mind, 
And Soul with Vertues crown'd : 
Where dazling Int'reſt cannot blind, 
Nor Youth, nor Gold admittance find, 
But till her Honour's fix'd, and Verrue keeps its 
6 (Ground. 


View well her great Majeſtick Air, 


And modeſt Looks Divindly Fair : 
Too bright for Fancy to improve, 
And worthy of thy Nobleſt Love. 

But yet ſuſpe& not thy officious Friend, 

All jealous thoughts remove; 
Tho' I with Youthfal heat commend, 
For Thee I all my Wiſhes ſend, 
And if ſhe makes Thee bleſt, 'tis all 1 ask of Love 
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Rs 


SONG 


- 


ALADY 


_ delend my Heart 


From am'rous Looks and Smiles, 
From fawcy Love, or nicer Art, 
Which moſt our Sex beguiles ; 
2. 

rom Sighs and Vows, from awful Fears, 

That do to pity move ; 
rom ſpeaking Silence, and from Tears, 

we Thoſe Springs that water Love. 


Dd »z 


gaz - The THIRD FART 


— 


J- 
But if through Paſſion I grow blind, 
Let Honour be my Guides, » 
And where'frail Nature ſeems inclin'd, 
There place a Guard of Pride. 
' Ss” \ 
An Heart whoſe Flames are ſeen, tho' pure, 
Needs every Vertues aid ; 
And ſhe who thinks her ſelf ſecure, 
The ſooneſt is betray'd. 
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Written by a 


LA--D:YF- 3 


TREP HON hath Faſhion, /Wir, and Youth, 
g With all things elſe that pleaſe ; 

| He nothing wants but Love and Truth 

To ruin me with caſc. 


But he is Flint, and bears the Art 
To kindle fierce Deſire, 

Whoſe Pow'r enflames another's Heart, 
And he ne're feels the Fire. 


O how it does my Soul perplex, 
When I his Charms recall, * " 
To think he ſhou'd deſpiſe our Sex ; 
" Or, what's worſe, love em all. 
Dd 3 


, 
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So that my Heart, like Noab's Dove, 
In vain has fought for reſt, 

Finding no hopes to fix my Love, 
Returns into my Breaf. 
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PARAPHRASD 


Out of Horace, the 23d Ode 


of the 24 Book. 
BY 
Dr. P 0 P E. 


He wary Gods lock up in Cells of Night 
T Fature Events, and laugh at Mortals here. 
If they to pry into 'em take delight, 

If they roo much preſume, or too much fear. 
O Man ! for thy ſhort time below 
Enjoy thy felf, and what the Gods beſtow : 
Unequal Fortunes here below are ſhard, 

Life to a River's courſe may juſtly be compar': 

Sometimes within its bed, | 
Without an angry Curl or Wave, 

Dd 4 From 
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From the Spring head 
It gently glides to the Occan, its Grave. 
Then unawares, upon a ſudden Rain, 
It madly overflows the Neighb'ring Plain : 
It ploughs up beauteous Ranks 
Of Trees, that ſhaded and adorn'd its Baxks ; 
Overturns Houſes, Bridges, Rocks, : 
Drowns Shepherds and their Flocks : 
Horror and Death rage all the Valley ore, 
The Forreſts tretnble, and the Mountains roar. 
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 LOFYFE's Antidote. 


LY, ak figh by my Miſtreſs, and gaze on 
thoſe Eyes 

Where all-conquering Love in Garriſon lies. 

When her Noſe | commend with a true Reman bend, 

And run on in Flattery World without end : 

On her ample high Forchead,and her little ſoft hand, 

To which, if compar'd, the beſt Ivory is tann'd: 

On the words which with Grace from her Roſic 
Lips flow, 

And fuch Harmooy make,as was ne're heard below, 

Then ſhe bridles the Pride, and ſwells with Diſdain, 

And flights her Adorer, now faſt in her Chain. 

With Scorn 4n her haughty looks, and in her 
words Thunder, 

Then drunken with Love do I reel tothe Wonder : 

There 
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Then with three or four Glaſſes my languiſhing 
paſſes, | \ bes 
And off ſlides the Load, Love lays on his Afes. 
Then I ſwear I'le for ever keep out of the ſcrape, | 
Love's Soveraign Antidote is the blood of the 


Grape. 
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Anacreon imitated. 


FT the Reverend Dotards cry, 
Why © loving, Bapheis, why ? 
Love's a thing for Age alone : 
Love's a God, and you're too young, 
Let the Harveſt crown your Brow, 
And adorn your Head with Snow : 
Love may boldly enter then : 
Years will countenance your Flame. 
Fruits, unripe, diſguſt the taſte; 
Falling ripe they pleaſe us beſt. 
' Colts are skittiſh ; but the Dam, 
(Once a Colt) is ſtill and tame: 
Reverend Dotards, why ſo wiſe? 
Why theſe Reverend Fooleries ? 
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Who negledts to back the Horſe, 
Till his Years compute him worſe ? 
Generous Brutes that lateſt die, 
Early to Enjoyment fly : 

Vigorons Nature fcorns a Tie, 
Gather'd Fruit are beſt of all ; 

We deſpiſe them when they fall. 
Thus your Follics ſhow to me, 
What my Reverend Age ſhall be. 
Bring the Glaſs then, bring the Fair, 
Fill it, 'tis a Health to her. 

For experimental 1 

Will a great Example be 

To convince fuch Reverend Fools 
Of their own miſtaken Rules. 
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Anacreon imitared. 


- 


H low pleaſant is'c / how Nor 
While with Beauties exquiſite 

Nature paints the fragrant Grove, 
Thus to walk and talk of. Love. 
Here no envious Eaſtern Gale ſs "2 
Sells us Pleaſure by Retail. 4 
Weſtern breezes here diſpence  _ "Op 
Joys ſo full, they cloy the ſenſe. | 
Gods! oh Gods! how ſweet a Shade 
Has that Honey-Suckle made, 
Claſpirig round that ſpreading Tree, 
Claſping faſt, and apeing me. 
Me who, there with Celia laid, 
Firſt inform'd this lovely Maid 
So to claſp, and fo to twine. 
Oh! how ſweet a life is mine! 
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TIT Wo | 
Anacreon unatated. _ 


Orme fill's up, and fill it high, 
The barren Earth is always dry ; 
But we'll ſteep't in kindly Show'rs, 
I laughs in Dew, and ſmiles in Flow'rs. 
The Jovial Gods did, ſure, deſign, 
By the Immortal Gift of Wine, 
To drown our Sighs, and caſe our Care, | 
And make's content to Revel here. 
To Revel, and to reign in Love, 
And be throughout like thoſe above. 
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FROM 


Virgil s ft Georgick, 


Beginning at 


Impromis venerare Deos, 8c, 


Tranſlated into 


ENGLISH VERSE 


BY 


H. SACHEVERILL. 


| Dedicated to 
Me. DRTDE N. 


[rſt let thy Altars ſmoak with Sacred Fire, 
Thy Earthly Labours the Juſt Gods requirg. 

Let Ceres Bleſſings uſher in the Year, 
To give an Omen to thy future Care. 


EE I a mm mmm 
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With Sacrifice adorn her Graſly Shrine, 
| With Milk, with Honey, and with flowing Wine. 
| Then go, the mighty Goddeſs to adore, 
When Spring buds forth, and Winter is no more- 
Then well-fed Lambs thy plenteous Tables load, 


And mellow Wines give appetite to Food. 
Whilſt che coo! Shade by ſmall refreſhing Streams 


Invite ſoft Sleep, and gentle pleaſing Dreams. 
The Ruſtick Youth the Goddeſs ſhou'd implore 
To bleſs their Fruits, and to encreaſe their Store. 
Thrice let the Sacrifice in Triumph led 

Crown the new Off-ſpring of her fruitful Bed. 

A joyſul Qyire ſhall ſing her Praiſes round, 

And with unequal Motions beat the Ground. 
Whilſt Oaken Branches on their Temples twine, 
To ſhew the better uſe of Corn and Wine. 
The Goddeſs thus appeas'd, will bend her Ear, 
And with a plenteous Harveſt will reward your Care. 
The 
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The certain Seaſons of the Year to know FI 
Great Fove hastaught us, and from whence 5 
Droug hts, Rains andWinds their certainSigns forego. 
Thoſe Meſſengers of Fate fly to provide the way; 
To give the Signal of a gloomy Day. 

The Moon her Tokens conſtantly fulfils, * 

And with her Beams points out th' approachiog ils; 
Her waining Orb puts on a various Form 

To give the Sign of an impending Storm. 

When South Winds riſe the Herdſinen juſtly fear, 
And ſeek a Shelter when the Tempeſt's near. 
Firſt from a gehtle blaſt the Winds ariſe, 

Whoſe Infant Voice in whiſp'ring Murmurs flys, 
Then with loud Clamours fills the troubled Skies. 
By ſmall degrees advanc'd, it ſtronger grows, 

Till every Point each other does oppoſe.- 
Then through the jarring Zones'it frets and roars, 
And lifts the ſwelling Bifows to the Shores. 
E & Vaſt 


"Now born aloft a winged Army ſoar 


—— — 
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Vaſt watry Mountains rowl upon the Sand, 

And angry Surges beat the trembling Land. 

A harſh, ſhrill noiſe the ecchoing Caverns fills, 
And ſtrikes the Ear from the reſounding Hills ; 
Whoſe Reverend Tops, with aged Pinc-trees crown'd, 
Rock with the Wind, and tremble with the ſound. 
Then threataing Surges hardly can forbear ? 


The tatter'd Veſſel, while the Seamen fear 
Each rowling B:llow ſhou'd their laſt appear. 
The frightned Native of the troubled Waves 
His long accuſtom'd Habitation leaves. 


To ſeek for ſafety oo a calmer Shore. 

The M-re- Hen, conſcious of the Tempeſt neal 
Plays on the Sand, and fo prevents her fear. 
The Hera forſakes his ancicat marſhy Bed, 

And tow'rs to Hcav'a while Clouds bedew his head. 
Sometimes he's met by « deſcending Star, 

Which warns the Tempeſt ruſhing fromafar. The 


F 
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The headloog Planer glides in fiery Streams, 
And ſhoots through Darkneſs with its Radiant Beams. |, 
It cuts the Shadows with a Train of Light, 
And makes a Medley vf the Day arid Night. 
' BY A ſportive Whirlwind fifts the moving Sand, 
In my ſtick Circles dancing on the Land. 
Now wanton Feathers whiten «ll the Floodz * 5 
And fapleſs Leaves fly o're the ſhaken Wood, 
At diſtance black'ning in « dwwky Cloud. 
But when a new-fled;'d Storm comes bluſt ring forth, 
And quits the thund'ring Regions of the North : 
When Eaſt and Weſt in diſtant Potes confpire, 
1 Uniting Rage, to ſwell the Deluge higher, 
With rapid Streams the foll-charg'd Chanels flow, 
ColleQing Forces as they farther go. 
Th unruly Tide 00 ſturdy Besky tontrool, - 
1d. Wl O're unknown Plains the farious Torrents towl. 
The Reapers mourn to ſee the Deluge bur 


The Their long expected Labours of the Year. 
Ee 2 L A 


ſ 
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OD 
—— 


l A jenne Iris aux cheveux gris 
Diſoit & Theodate, 
Retournons, mon cher a Paris, 


Avant que ou combatte ; 


Vous me donnes trop de ſonci, 
Car Guillaume ne raille. 

Helas ! que feriez-vous icy ? 
Le jour d ane bataille. 


Hl eft wray que vous partires 

Sans Lauriers & ſans Gloire, 
Ft que vous Embarraſſerts 

Ceux qui font Votre Hiſtoire ; 


k 
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A Paraphraſe on the F rench, 


N Gray+hair'd Celia's wither'd Arms 
Whilſt Mighty Lewis lay, 

She cry'd, if I have any Charms, 
My Deareſt let's away. 


I tremble for you when I hear 
Of Drums the dreadful Rattle: 
Alas, Sir! what ſhou'd you do here 
In dreadful 8ay of battle. | 


Perhaps youll ask what can repair 
The Ruines of your Glory : 

'Tis fit you leave ſo mean a Care 
To thoſe who Pen your Story. 


Ee 3 


+ — 
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Maix tus dewes laifer ces faiuy 
A D'Eſpreaux & Corneille ; 


Vous ne les payerits pas moing, 
Quand wous feries meryeille, 


Vous punirez wne autre-fois 


Ces gens qui m'out pillee. 
Quelle honte qu'4 Charlergy 
Ils miſſent anmgned | 


(Quoy gue je ſoir ainte de woug, 
Et que je ſois bien ſage, 

F aurois paſſe parmy ces ſens 
Pour un Rebut de Page. 
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Are not D'Eſpreaux and Corneile paid 
For Panegyrick writing ? 

They know how Heroes may be made 
Without the help of fighting, 


Your Foes too ſaucily approach, 
"Tis beſt to leave them fairly : 
Put fix good Horſes in your Coach, 


And carry Me to Marly. 


Let Bouffers, to ſecure your Fame, 
Go take ſome Town, or buy it; 
Whilſt you, great Sir, at Nofredame, 
Te Dewm ſing, in quiet. 


EC 4 


— 
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SONG 
Sir JOHN EATON 


= me not I my time miſpend, 
'Tis time loſt to reprove me ; 


Perſue thou thine, I have my end 
So Chloris only love me. 
2, 
Tell me not others Flocks are full, 
Mine poor, 'let them deſpiſe me 
Who more abound with Milk and Wool,*® 


So CKloris only prize me. 
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Unappertaining Stories ; 
He never felt the World's Diſcaſc 
Who car'd not for its Glories. 
4 
For pity Thou that wiſer art, ' 
Whoſe thoughts lie wide of mine ; 
Let me alone with my own Heart, __ 
And Vie ne're envy thine. 
L 
Nor blame him who ec're blames my Wir, 
That feeks no higher Prize, 
Than in unenvy'd Shades to fit, 
And fing of Chlaris Eyes, 


u_ 
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Another SON'G 


In Imitation of 


Sir - JJHN EATON's Songs. 
| By the Late 


Farl of ROCHESTER. 


; 2-0 alas! 1 muſt confels 
You need no Arts to move me : 

Such Charms by Nature you poſſeſs, 

iTwere madacks not to love you, 


Then ſpare a Heart you may ſurpriſe, 
And give my Tongue the Glory 

To boaſt, tho' my unfaithful Eyes 
Betray « kinder Story. 
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SONG 


SIDNT GODO LPHIN, Efq; 


ON 


Tom, Killigrew and Will, Marrey. 


| 
=” nd W# were Shepherds twain, 
| Who Liv! and Lov'd together, 
Till Fair Paftore croft the Plain, | 
Alack, why came the thither ! 
Paſterd's Fair and Lovely Locks 
Set both their Hearts on fire, 
Although they did divide their Flocks,| 
They had but one defire. 


GE 
l 
l, 
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2. 
| Tom came of a Gentile Race, 
By Father and by Mother, 
Will was Noble, but alas, 
He was a Younger Brother. 
Neither of them no Huntſman was, 
No Fiſher, nor no Fowler ; 6 
Tom was ſtil'd the prop'rer Lad, 
But 1 the better Bowler. 
3 
Tom wou'd Drink her Heakh and Swear, 
The Nation cou'd not want her ; 
Will wou'd take her by the Ear, 
And with his Voice Enchant her. 
Tom was always in her fight, 
And ne're forgot his Duty; 
Will was Witty, and cou'd write 
Sweet Sonnets on her Beauty. 
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Which of them the Loved moſt, 
Or whither ſhe Lov'd cither ; 
Twas thought they found it to their colt, 
That ſhe indeed Lov'd neither. 
And yet ſhe was fo ſweet a She, 
So comly of behaviour ; Fe 
That Tow thought He, and WiZ thought He, 
Was greateſt in her Favour. 
5. 
Paſtora was a Beauteous Laſs, 
Of a charming ſprightly Nature, 
Divinely Good and Kind ſhe was, 
And ſmil'd on ev'ry Creature. 
Of Favours ſhe was provident, 


But yet not over ſparing, 
She gave no looſe Encouragement, 


Yet kept Men from deſpairing. 


_—— 
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6. 
Now flying Fame had made report 
Of Fair Paſtor's Beauty, 
That ſhe muſt needs unto the Court, 
There to perform her Dury. 
Unto the Court Paffora's gone, 
(It were no Court without her,) 
The Qyeen her ſelf, with all her Train, 
Had none fo Fair about her. 
”. 
Tom hung his Dog, and fling away 
His Sheep-hook and his Wallet ; 
Will broke his Pipes, and curſt the day 
That c&'re he made a Ballet. 
Their Nine-pins and their Bowls they broke, 
Their Tunes were turn'd to Tears, 
Tis time for me to make an end, 
Let them go ſhake their Ears. 
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RONDELAY. 


Mr. DRYDEN. 


' 
HLOE found Amynras lying 
| All in Tears, upon the Phi ; 
Sighing to himſelf, and crying, 
Wretched I, to love ia vain ! 
Kiſs me, Dear, before my dying ; 
Kis-me once, and caſe my pain ! 


2+ 
Sighing to himſelf, and crying 
Wretched TI, to love ia vain : 
Ever ſcorning and denying 
To reward your faithful Swain : . 
Kiſs me, Dear, before my dying ; 
Kifs me once, and caſe my pain | 
3- Ever 
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J- 
Ever ſcorning, and denying 
To reward your faithful Swain ; 
Chloe, laughing at his trying, 
Told him that he lov'd in vain : 
Kiſs me, Deat, befote my dying ; 
Kiſs me once, and caſe my pain! 
4- 
Chloe, laughing at his crying, 
Told him that he lov'd in vain : 
But repenting, and complyiog, 
When he kifs'd, the kif'd again : 
| KiG'd him vp, before his dying ; 
Kifs'd him up, and cas'd his pain. 
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Ina Letter to the Honourable 
Mr. Charles Montague. 


By Mr. PRIOR 


Owere, 'tis well, that whilſt Mankind, 
. Through Fate's Fantaſtic Mazes errs, 
He can imagin'd Pleaſures find, | 
To combat againſt real Cares. 
Fancies and Notions wo purlue, 
Which ne're had Being but in thought ; 
And like the doating Artif woo, 
The Image we our —_—_ have wrovght. 
Againſt Experience we believe, 
And argue againſt Demonſtration ; 
Pleas'd that we can our ſelves deceive, 
And ſet our Judgment by our Paſſion. 
N The hoary Fool, who, "many Days, 
Has ſtruggled with continued Sorrow, 
Ff Re 
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Renews his Hope, and blindly lays 
The deſp'rate Bet upon to Morrow. 
To Morrow comes, 'tis Noon, 'tis Night, 
This day like all the former fled ; 
Yet on he runs to feck Delight 
To Morrow, till too _Nigne he's dead. 
Our Hopes, like viing Falcons, aim 
At ObjeQs in an Airy height, 
But all the Pleaſure of the Game, 
Is afar off to view the Flight. 
The worthleſs Prey but only ſhows, 
The Joy conſiſted in the Strife; 
Whate're we take, as ſoon we loſe, 
In Homer's Riddle, and in Life. 
So whilſt in Fev'riſh Sleeps we think 
We taſte what waking we deſire, 
J The Dream is better than the Drink, 
| Which only feeds the ſickly Fire: 
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9. 
To the Minds Eye things well appear, 
At diſtance through an artful Glaſs; 
ig tee Cine 
They're all > fenfeles gjoomy Nabs 


Secing aright, we foo our Woes, 
Then what avails it to have Eyes 2 


From Ignorance our Comfort flows, 
The only wretched are the Wile. 

We wearied ſhou'd lic down in Death, 
This Cheat of Life wou'd take no more ; 

If you thought Fame but ſtinking Breath, 
I, Phillis but a perjur'd Whore. 


An ODE. 


By Mr. PRIOK 


Hilſt blooming Youth and gay Delight | 
In all thy Looks end Geſtures ſhines * 
Fi 3 Thou 
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Thou haſt, my Dear, undoubted Right 
To Rule this deſtia'd Heart of mine ; 


My Reaſon bends to what your Eyes ordain, 


For I was born to love, and you to rexga. 
But wou'd you meanly then rely 
On Power, you know I muſt obey ; 
'Tis but « Legal Tyranny 
To do an Ill, becauſe you may. 
Why muſt I thee, as Atheiſts Heav'n adore, 


Not fee thy Mercy, and but dread thy Pow'r. 
Take heed, my Dear, Youth flies apace, 


Time equally with Love is blind ; 
Soon muſt thoſe Glories of thy Face 
The Fate of Fualgar Beauty find. 


The thouſand Loves that arm thy potent Eye, 


Muſt drop their Quivers, tag their Wings, and die, 


Then thou wilt gh, when in cach Frown 


A hateful wrinckle more appears ; 


And 
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And putting peeviſh humours on, 
Seems but the fad effect of Years : 
Even Kindneſs then too weak a Charm will prove 
To raiſe the Ghoſt of my departed Love. 
Forc'd Complements and formal Bows 
 _ Will ſhow Thee Juſt above NegleR, 
The heat with which thy Lover glows 
Will fertle into cold Reſped ; 
A talking dall Platonick I ſhall curn, 
Learn to be civil, when I ceaſe to burn. 
Then ſhun the ill, ond know, my Dear, 
Kindneſs and Conſtancy will prove 
The only Pillars fit to bear 
So vaſt a weight as that of Love: 


If thou cxnſt wiſh to make my Flames endure, ; 
ie, Thine muſt be very fierce, and very pure. | 
n Haſte Celia, haſte, whilſt Love invites, 
Obey the Godhead's gentle Voice, 

Fr 3 
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Fill every Senſe with foft Delights, 
And give thy Soul a looſe to Joys; 
Let millions of repeated Bliſſfes prove 
That thou art Kindaels all, and I all love. 
Be mine, andonly mine, take care (toguide 
Your Looks, your Thoughts, your Dreams 
To me alone, nor come fo far, 
As liking any Youth beſide: 
What Men ere court thee, 'fly 'em, and believe 
They're Serpents all, and thou the tempted Eve 
So ſhall I court thy deareſt Truth 
When Beauty ceaſes to engage ; 
And thinking on thy charming Youth, 
Il love it o're again in Age. 


So time it ſelf our Raptures ſhall improve, 
And till we'll wake to Joy, and live to Love. 


T 0 
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LADY of Qualitys 
Playing on the Lite. 
By Mr. PRIOR. 


We Charms you have, from what high 
Race you ſprung, 

Have been the Subjet of our Daring Song ; 

But when you pleas'd to ſhow the lab'ring Mule 

What greater Theams your Muſick could produce ; 


Our Babling Praiſes we repeat no more, 
But hcar, rejoyce, ſtand filent, and adore. 


The Perfrans thus, firſt gazing on the Sun, 
Admir'd how high 'twas plac'd,how bright it ſhone; 
But,as bis Pow'r was known,theirThoughts were rais'd, 
And ſoon they worſhip'd, what at firſt they prais'd. 
Ff 4 * Eliza's 


FD ————— 
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Elia's Glory lives in Spencer's Sang, 
And Cowley's Verſe keeps fair Orinda young : 
That you in Beaaty, and in Birth excell, 
The Muſe might dictate, and the Poet tell; 
Your Art, no other Art can ſpeak, and you, 

To ſhew how well you play, muſt play artw:; 
Your Mufick's pow'r your Muſick muſt diſcloſe, 
For what Light is, 'tis only Light that ſhows. 
Strange force of Harmony that thus Controuls 
Our inmoſt Thoughts, and ſan@ifies our Souls : 
Whilſt with its utmoſt Are your Sex could move 
Our Wonder only, or at'beſt our Love. 

You far beyond both theſe your God did place, \ 

That your high power might worldly 

thoughts deſtroy, 


? 


(raiſe, 
That with your Numbers you our Zeal might 


And, like himſelf, Commynicate your Joy. J 
ey » |} When 
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When to your Native Heaven you ſhall repair, 

And with your Preſence Crown the Bleſſings there 

Your Lute may wind its ſtrings bur little higher, 

To tune their Notes to that Immortal Quire. 

Your Art is perſe& here, your Numbers do, 

More than our Books, make the rude 4theift co 

That there's a Heaven, by what he hears below. 
As in ſome Piece, whilſt Late his Skill expreſt, 

A Cunning Angel came and drew the reſt: 

So, whilſt you play, ſome Godhead does impart 

Harmonious aid, Divinity helps Art ; 

Some Cherub finiſhes what you begun, 

} And to a Miracle improves a Tune, 


To burning Rome when frantick Nero phy'd, 


Viewing your Face, no more he had furvey'd 


The 
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The reigning flames, but ſtruck with ſtrange ſurprize, 
Conſebs 'em les than thoſe of Ann's Eyes. 

But, hed be heard thy Late, he ſoon had found 
His Rage eluded, and his Crime atton'd; 

Thine, like Amwphios's Hand had rais'd the Stone, 
And from Deſtruction call'd a Fairer Town ; 

| Malice to Muſick had been forc'd to yield, 

Nor could he Burn fo faſt, as thou couldſt Build. 
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fn EPITAPH 


ON THE 


Lady WHITMORE. 


BY 


Mr. DRYDEN. - 


Air, Kind, and True, a Treaſure each alone ; 

A Wife, a Miſtreſs, and a Friend in one ; 
Reſt in this Tomb, rais'd at thy Huxhantl's oft, 
Here ſadly ſumming, what be bad, and loft 


Come Firgins, #re in equal Bands you join, 
Come firſt and offer at her Sacred Shrine ; 
Pray but for half the Yertues of this Wife, 
N BB Compound for al the reft, with longer Life, 
And wiſh your Vows like bers may be returs'd, 
$0 Lovd when Living, and when Dead ſo Mourd d. 
A N 
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A N 
EPITAPH 
ON 
Sir Palmes Fairbornes TOMB 


IN 
Weſtminſter-Abby. 
By Mr. D RIDE NN. 


Sacred 
To the Immortal Memory of Sir Palmes Fairborne, 
Knight, Governor of oo in execution of which 
Command he was mortally wounded by a Shot from 
the Aſoors, then Beſieging the Town, in the 46th. 
year of his Age. Odober 24th. 1680, 


E Sacred Relicks which your Marble keep, 
Here undiſturb'd by Wars in quiet ſleep : 
Diſcharge the truſt which when it was below . 


—_— 


Fairborne's undaunted Soul did undergo, 
And be the Towns Palladium from the Foe. 
Alive and dead theſe Walls bg will defend, 


Great Aclions great Examples muſt attend. 
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The Candian Siege bis early Yalour knew, 
Where Turkiſh Blood did his young hands imbrew. 
From thence returnins with deſerv'd Applanſe, 


J Againſt the Moors his well-fleſh d Sword be draws ; 
The ſame the Courage, and the ſame the Cauſe. 
His Touth and Age, his Life and Death combine, 
As in ſome great and regular defign, : 
All of a Piece throughout, and all Divine. 
Still nearer Heaven his Vertues ſhone more bright, 
Like rifing flames expanding in their height, 
The Martyr's Glory Crown'd the Soldiers Fight. 
More bravely Britiſh General never fell, 
Nor General's Death was e&'re reveng d ſo well, 
Which his pleas'd Eyes beheld before their cloſe, 
Follew'd by thouſand Piflims of bis Foes. 

To his lamented loſs for time to come, 
Flis pious Widow Conſecrates this Tomb, 


53 ro. 
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To the Reverend 


Dr. SHERLOCK, 
Dean of St. Paul's; 


His Practical Diſcourſe 
Concerning DEATH. 


BY 


Mr. PRIOR. 


ive the Muſe, who in unhallow'd Strains 
For ſure, what c're you do, where ere you are, 
'Tis all but one good Work, one conſtant Pray r. 
Forgive her: and intreat that God, to whom 
Thy favour d Vows with kind acceptance come, 
To raiſe her Numbers to that bleſt Degree 
That ſuits a Song of Picty and Thee. 
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Wondrous good Man! whoſe Labours may repel 
The force of Sin, may ſtop the Rage of Hell: 
Who, like the Baptiſt, ſrom thy God wert fent 
To be the Voice, and bid the World repent : 
EC BY Thee, Youth ſhall ſtudy; and no more engage 
His flatt'ring Wiſhes for uncertain Age ; 
No more, with fruitleſs Care, and cheated Strife, 
Chace fleeting Pleaſure through this Maze of Life; 
Finding the wretched All He here can have 
ns But preſent Food, and but a future Grave ; 
ns: WW Each, great as Philip's Son, hall fit and view | 
This ſordid World, and, weeping, ask a New. 
. Decrepit Age ſhall read Thee, and conſels 
Thy Labours can aſſwage, where Medcine's ceaſe: 
Shall bleſs thy Words, their wounded Souls reliof 
The drops that ſweeten their laſt Dregs of Life; 


Shall 
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Shall look to Heav'n, and laugh at all beneath, 


Own Riches gather'd Trouble; Fame, a breath ; 
And Life an Ill, whoſe only Cure is Death. 
Thy even thoughts with ſo much plainneſs flow, 
Their Senſe untutor'd Infancy may know, 
Yet to that height is all that plainneſs wrought, 
Wit may admire, and letter'd Pride be taught : 
Eafie in words thy Style, in Senſe ſublime, * 
On its bleſt Steps cach Age and Sex may riſe, 
"Tis like the Ladder in the Patriarch's Dream, 
Its foot on Earth, its height beyond the Skies. j 
Diffus'd its Vertue, boutidleſs is its Pow'r, 
"Tis publick Health, and Univerſal Cure : 
Of Heav'nly Manna 'tis a ſecond Feaſt, 
A Nation's Food, and All to every taſte. 
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To its laſt height mad Brittain's Guile was rear'd, 
And various Deaths for vatious Crimes ſhe fear'd ; 


With your kind Works her drooping Hopes revive, 

You bid her read, repent, adore, and live. 

You wreſt the Bolt from Heav'as avenging hand, 

Stop ready Death, and ſave a finking Land.” 

O fave us ſtill ! ſtill bleſs us with thy ſtay / 

O want thy Heav'n, till we have learnt the way! 

Retuſe to leave thy deſtin'd Charge too ſoon, 

And for the Church's good, defer thy own ! 

O live! and ler thy Works urge our belief / 

Live to explain thy DoRtrine by thy Life ; 

Till future Infancy, baptiz'd by thee, 

Grow ripe in Years, and old in Piety, 

Till Chriſtians, yet unborn, be taught to die ; 

Then in full Age, and hoary Holineſs 

Retire, great Teacher, to thy promis'd Bliſs: 
Gg Untouche 
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Untoucht thy Tomb, uninjur'd be thy Duſt, 

As thy own Fame amongſt the future Juſt, 

Till in laſt Sonnds the dreaded Trumpet ſpeaks, 
Till Judgment calls, and quickned Nature wakes, 
Till through the utmoſt Earth, and deepeſt Sea 
Our ſcatter'd Atoms find their hidden way, 

In haſte to cloath their Kindred Souls again, 
Perfect our State, and build Immortal Man: 
Then fearleſs, Thou, who well ſuſtain'dſt the Fight, 
To Paths of Joy, and Worlds of endleſs Light, 
Lead up all thoſe who heard thee, and believ'd ; 
'Mid(t thy own Flock,great Shepherd,be receiv'd, 
And glad all Heav'n with Millions thou haſt fav'd. 


ON 
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ON 


EXODUS 3. 14 


I am that I am. 


A 
Pindarique O D E. 
BY 
Mr. PRIOR. 

AN! fooliſh Man! 


| Scarce know'ft thou how thy ſelf began, 
Scarce haſt thouThoaght enough to proveThon art, 
Yer ſteel'd with ſtudy'd boldnefs, thoudarſt try 
To fend thy doubting Reafon's dazled Eye 

1 MW Through the myſterious Gulph of vaſt Immenſity. 
Much thou-canſt there diſcern,and much impart, 

Vain Wretch! ſuppreſs thy knowing Pride, 

Gg 2 More 
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Mortifie thy Learned Luſt ; 

Vain are thy thoughts,whilſt chou thy ſelf art Duſt 
Wiſdom her Oars, and Wit her Sails may lend, 
The Helm let Politick Experience guide, 
Yet ceaſe to hope, thy ſhort-liv'd Bark ſhall ride 
Down ſpreading Fate's unnavigable Tide. 

What tho” Mill it farther tend ? 

Still *ris further from its end, 
And in the boſom of that boundleſs Sea 


Loſes it ſelf, and its increaſing way. 


2- 
= R : 
ith daring Pride and infolent Delight ( 4 
You boaſt your Doubts refolv'd, your Labour 
And "Evpexs your God, forſooth, is found 
Incomprehenſible and Infinite. 
But is he therefore found » Vain Searcher! no: 
Let your imperfect Definition ſhow ets 
That nothing leſs than nothing you the weak De. 


3- Saf 
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Say why ſhou'd the colleted Main 
It ſelf within ir ſelf contain ? 
Why to its Caverns ſhou'd it fomerimes creep, 
And with delighted Silence ſleep 
On the lov'd Boſom of its Parent Deep? 
Why ſhou'd its numerous Waters ſtay 
In comely Diſcipline, and fair Array, 
Prepar'd to meet its high Commands, 
And with diffus'd Obedience ſpread 
Their op'ning Ranks o're Earth's ſubmiſſive head : 
And march through different Paths to different 
Why ſhou'd the conſtant Sun  —_ 
With meafur'd ſteps his Radiant Journeys run ? 
Why does he order the Diurnal Hours 
Toleave Earth's other part, and riſe in ours? 
Why does he wake the correſpondent Moon, 
And, filling her willing Lamp with liquid Light, 
Gg 3 Com- 
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Commanding her with delegated Power 
To beautifie the World, and blefs the Night ? 
Why ſhou'd cach animated Star 
Love the juſt Limits of its proper Sphere ? 
Why ſhou'd each conſenting Sign 
With prudent Harmony combine 
To keepin order, and gird up the regulated Year? 
4- 
Man does with dangerous Curiofiry 
Theſe unfathom'd Wonders try, 
With fancy'd Rules and Arbitrary Laws, 
Matter and Motion he reſtrains, 
And ſtudied Lines and fitious Circles draws ; 
Then with imagin'd Sov'raignty 
Lord of his new Zyporhefts he reigns. 
 Hereigns: how long ? till ſome Ufurper rife, 
And he too, mighty Thoughtful, mighty Wiſe, 
Studies new Lines, new Circles feigns, 
Oo 
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On rother's Ruine rears his Throne, 
And ſhewing his miſtakes, maintains his own. 
Well then ! from this new toi/ what Xncw/cdge flows! 
Juſt as much, perhaps, as ſhows 
That former Searchers were but bookiſh Fools, 
Their choice Remarks, their Darling = 
But canting Error all, and Jargon of the Schools. 
5. 
Through the aerial Seas, and watry Skis, 
Mountainous heaps of Wonders ric ; 
Whoſe tow'ring Strength will ne're ſubmir 
To Realon's Batteries, or the Mines of Wir. 
Yet ſtill Enquiring, ſtill Miſtaking Man, 
Each hour repuls'd, each hour dare onward preſs, 
And levelling at God his wandring Gueſs, 
(That feeble Engine of his Realoning War, 
Which guides &is Doubts, and combats tus 
Deſpair, ) | 


Gg 4 Laws 
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Laws to his Maker the learn'd Wretch can give, 
Can bound that Nature, and preſcribe that Will, 
Whoſe pregnant Word did either Ocean fill, 

And tell us how all Beings are, and how they move 
and live. 
Vain Man! that pregnant Word ſent forth again, 
Through either Ocean, 
Might to a World extend each Atom there ; 
And for each drop call forth a Sea, a Heav'n for &- 
6. 
Let cunning Earth her fruitful Wonders hide, 
And only lift thy ſtaggering Reaſon up 
To trembling Calvary's aſtoniſh'd top ; |; 
: (Pride, 
Then mock thy Xnowledge, and confound thy 
By telling thee, PerfeRion faffer'd Pain, 
| An Eternal Eſſence dy'd ; 
Death'sVanquiſher by vanqu#:Dcarh was ſlain, 


(very Star. 


The promis'd Earth prophan'd with Deicide. 
Then 
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Then down with all thy boaſted Volumes down, 
Oaly reſerve the Sacred One ; 
Low, 'reverently low, 
Make thy ſtubborn Knowledge bow ; 
Weep out thy Reaſon's, and thy Body's Eyes, 
DejeR thy ſelf, that thou may'ft riſe; 
And to ſee Heaven be blind to all below. 
Then Faith, for Reaſon's glimmering light, ſhall give 
Her Immortal Perſpective; 
And Grace's preſence Nature's loſs retrieve : 
Then thy enliv'ned Soul ſhall know 
That all the Volumes of Philoſophy, 
With all their Comments, never cou'd invent 
So politick an Inſtrument, 
So fit, as Jacob's Ladder was to ſcale the diſtant 
Skie. 
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THE 


Laſt parting 


Hefor and Andromache. 


FROM 


THE SIXTH BOOK 
OF 


Homer's Iliads. 
Tranſlated from the Original 


BY 
Mr. DRTDEYN. 


— A OD —_ — 


ARGUMENT. 


HeQor, returning from the Field of Battel, to vifit 
Helen his Sifter-in- Law, and bis Brother Paris, who 
had fought wnſucceſsfu''y hand to hand, with Wien. 
laus, from thence goes 10 his own Palace to ſee bis 
Wife Andromache, and his Infant Son Altyanax. 
The deſcription of that Interview, is the Sutjedt of 
this Tranſlation. 

Thus 
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Hus having ſaid, brave Fefor went to ſee 
T His Virtuous Wife, the fair Audromache. 
He found her not at home; for ſhe was gone 
(Attended by her Maid and Infant Son,) 
To climb the ſteepy Tow'r of lion. 

From whence with heavy Heart ſhe might ſurvey 
The bloody buſineſs of the dreadful Day. 

Her mournful Eyes ſhe caſt around the Plain, 
And fought the Lord of her Deſires in vain. 


But he, who thought his peopled Palace bare, 
When ſhe, his only Comfort, was not there ; 
Stood in the Gate, and ask'd of ev'ry one, 
Which way ſhe took, and whither the was gone : 
If to the Court, or with his Mother's Train, 

In long Proceſſion to Minerva's Fane ? 
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The Servants anſwer'd, neither to the Court 
Where Priam's Sons and Daughters did reſort, 
Nor to the Temple was ſhe gone, to move 
With Prayers the blew-cy'd Progeny of Fove ; 
But, more folicitous for him alone, 

Than all their ſafety, to the Tow'r was gone, 
There to ſurvey the Labours of the Field ; 
Where the Greets conquer, and the Trojans yield. 
Swiftly ſhe paſs d, with Fear and Fury wild, 
The Nurſe went lagging after with the Child. 


This heard, the Noble Zefor made no ſtay ; 
Th' admiring Throng divide, to give him way : 
He paſs'd through every Street, by which he came, 
And at the Gate he met the mournful Dame. 


His Wife beheld him, and with cager pace, 
Flew to his 4rms, to meet a dear Embrace : 
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His Wife, who brought in Dow'r Cilicia's Crown; 
And, in her ſelf, a greater Dow'r alone : 
A#tion's Heyr, who on the Woody Plain 

Of Flippeplacu did in Thebe reign. 

Breathleſs ſhe flew, with Joy and Paſſion wild, 
The Nurſe came lagging after with her Child. 


The Royal Babe upon her Breaſt was laid; 
Who, like the Morning Star, his beams diſplay'd. 
Scamandrius was his Name which Feftor gave, 
From that fair Flood which lion's Wall did lave : 
But him Afyavax the Trojans call, 

From his great Father who defends the Wall. 


Hettor beheld him with a filent Smile, 
His tender Wife ſtood weeping by, the while: 
Preſt in her own, his Warlike hand ſhe took, 
Then figh'd, gnd thus Prophetically ſpoke. 
Thy 
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Thy dauntleſs Heart (which I foreſee too late,) 
Too daring Man, will urge thee to thy Fate: 
Nor doſt thou pity, with a Parent's mind, 

This helpleſs Orphan whom thou leav'ſt behind ; 
Nor me, th' unhappy Partner of thy Bed; 

Who muſt in Triumph by the Greets be led : 
They ſeek thy Life ; and in unequal Fight, 
With many will opprefs thy ſingle Might : 
Better it were for miſcrable me 

To die before the Fate which I foreſee. 

Fas ah what comfort can the World bequeath 
To Heftor's Widow, after Heitor's death! 


Eternal Sorrow and perpetual Tears 
Began my Youth, and will conclude my Years: 
I have no Parents, Friends, nor Brothers left ; 


By ſtern Achilles all of Life berefr. 
Thea 
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Then when the Walls of Thebes he o'rethrew, 
His fatal Hand my Royal Father ſlew ; 

He few A#tion, but deſpoil'd him not; 

Nor in his hate the Funeral Rites forgot ; 
Arm'd as he was he fent him whole below ; 
And reverenc'd thus the Manes of his Foe : 

A Tomb herais'd ; the Mountain Nymphs around, 
Enclos'd with planted Elms the Holy Ground. 


My fev'n brave Brothers in one fatal Day 
To Death's dark Manſions took the mournful way : 
Slain by the ſame Achiles, while they keep 
The bellowing Oxen and the bleating Sheep. 
My Mother, who the Royal Scepter ſway'd, p 
Was Captive to the cruel Victor made : 
And hither led: but hence redeem'd with Gold, 
Her Native Country did again behold, 
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And but beheld: for ſoon Diaza's Dart 
In an unhappy Chace transfix'd her Heart. 


But thou, my Hedtor, art thy felf alone, 
My Parents, Brothers, and my Lord ia one: 
O kill not all my Kindred oe again, 
Nor tempt the Dangers of the duſty Plain; 
But in this Tow'r, for our Defence, remain. 
Thy Wife and Son are in ehy Ruin loſt: 
This is a Husband's and a Father's Poſt. 
The Sea» Gate commands the Plains below ; 
Here marſhal all thy Souldiers as they go ; 
And hence, with other Hands, repel the Foe. 
By yon wild Fig-tree lics their chief aſcent, 
And thither all their Pow'rs are daily bent ; 
The two Ajaces have I often ſeen, 
And the wrong'd Husband of the Spartan Queen: 


With 
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With him his greater Brother ; and with theſe 
Fierce Diemede and bold Meriones : 

Uncertain if by Augery, or chance, 

But by this eafic riſe they all advance ; 

Guard well that Paſs, fecure of all beſide. 

To whom the Noble Feftor thus reply'd: _ 


That and the reſt are in my daily care ; 

But ſhou'd I ſhun the Dangers of the War, 

With ſcorn the 7rojans wou'd reward my pains, 
WH And cheir proud Ladies with their ſweeping Trains 
WH The Grecian Swords and Lances 1 can bear: 

But loſs of Honour is my only Fear. 

Shall Fedor, born to War, his Birth-right yield; 

Belie his Courage and forſake the Field 2: 

Early in rugged Arms I took delight ; 
: MW Andiftill have been the ſoremoſt in the Fight: © 
d Ht With 
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With dangers dearly have I bought Renown, 
And am the Champion of my Farhet's Crown. 


And yet my mind forebodes, with ſure preſage, 
That 7roy ſhall periſh by the Grecian Rage. 
The fatal Day draws on, when I muſt fall; 
And Univerſal Ruine cover all. 

Not 7roy it ſelf, tho' built by Hands Divine, 
Nor Priam, nor his People, nor his Line, 

My Mother, nor my Brothers of Renown, 
Whoſe Valour yet defends th' unhappy Town, 
Not theſe, nor all their Fates which I fortfee, 
Are half of that concern I have for thee. 

I ſee, 1 fee thee in that fatal Hour, 

SubjeRted to the Victor's cruel Pow'r : 

Led hence a Slave to ſome infulting Sword : 
Forlorn and trembling at a Foreign Lord. 
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A ſpeQtacle in Argos, at the Loom, 
Gracing with 7rojas Fights, a Grecian Room ; 
Or from deep Wells, the living Stream to take, 
And on thy weary Shoulders bring it back. 
While, groaning under this laborious Life, 
They inſolently call thee Fefor's Wiſe. 
Upbraid thy Bondage with thy Husband's name ; 
And from my Glory propagate”thy Shame. 
This when they fay, thy Sorrows will encreaſe 
With anxious thoughts of former Happineſs ; 
That he is dead who cou'd thy wrongs redreſs. 
But I oppreſt with Iron Sleep before, 
Shall hear thy unavailing Cries no more. 

He ſaid. 
Then, holding forth his Arms, he took his Boy, 
(The Pledge of Love, and other hope of 7roy;) 
The fearful Infant turn'd his Head away; 
And on his Nurſe's Neck reclining lay, 
Hh 2 


466 The THIRD PART 


His unknown Father ſhunning with afffghr, 

And looking back on fo uncouth a fight. 
Daunted to fee a Face with Steel o'rt-ſpread, 
And his high Plume, that nodded o're his Head. 
His Sire and Mother -{mil'd with filent Joy ; 
And Hedtor haſten'd to relieve his Boy ; 
Diſmiſs'd his burniſh'd Helm, that ſhone afar, 
(The Pride of Warriours, and the Pomp of War: ) 
Th' 1lluſtrious Babe, thus reconcil'd, he took: 
Hugg'd in his Arms, and kiſfs'd, and thus he ſpoke. 


Parent of Gods, and Men, propitious Jove, 
And you bright Synod of the Pow'rs above; 
On this my Son your Graciovs Gifts beſtow ; 


Grant him to live, and great in Arms to grow : 


To Reign in Troy; to Govern with Renown : 


To ſhield the People, and affert the Crown : 


That, 


of MISCELLANT POEMS. 467 


That, when hereafter he from War ſhall come, 
And bring his 7rojazs Peace and Triumph home, 
Some aged Man, who lives this a& to ſee, 
And who in former times remember'd me, 
May ſay the Son in Fortitude and Fame 
Out-goes the Mark ; and drowns his Father's Name , 
That at theſe words his Mother may rejoyce : 
And add her Suffrage to the publick Voice. 

Thus having faid, 
He firſt with ſuppliant Hands the Gods ador'd : 
Then to the Mother's Arms the Child reſtor'd: 
With Tears and Smiles ſhe took her Son, and preſs'd 
Th' Illuſtrious Infant to her fragrant Breaf. 
He wiping her fair Eyes, indulg'd her Grief, 
And casd her Sorrows with this laſt Relief. 


My Wife and Miſtreſs, drive thy fears away ; 
Nor give fo bad an Omen to the Day : 


Think 
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Thiak not it lies in any Grecias's Pow'r, 

To take my Life before the fatal Hour. 

When that arrives, nor good nor bad can fly 
Th' irrevocable Doom of Deſtiny. 

Return, and to divert thy thoughts at home, 
There task thy Maids, and exerciſe the Loom, 
Employ'd in Works that Womankind become. 
The Toils of War, and Feats of Chivalry 
Belong to Men, and moſt of all to me. 

At this, for new Replies he did not ſtay, 

But lac'd his Creſted Helm, and ſtrode away : 


His lovely Conſort to her Houſe return'd : 
And looking often back in filence mourn'd : 
Home when ſhe came, her ſecret Woe ſhe vents, 
And fills the Palace with her loud Laments : 
Thoſe loud Laments her ecchoing Maids reſtore, 


And Fedor, yet alive, as dead deplore. 
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Cceps, great Son of Arr, this faint effect 
Of a moſt ative, and unfeign'd Reſpert : 
Numbers that yield (Alas!) too juſt ſurvey 
Of Phyſick's growth and Pbetry's decay. 
That ſhew a generous Muſe impair'd by Me, 
As much as th' Author's skill's out-done by Thee. 
This /«dian Congu rer's fatal March he ſung, 

To the ſame Lyre his own Apollo ſtrung ; 
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| Whoſe Notes yet fail'd the Monſter to aſſwage, 
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Revenging Here, invading Spaniard's Rage. 

Dear was the Conqueſt of a new found World, 

Whoſe Plague ec're ſince through- all the Old is 

(re hurl. 

Had Fracaferizs. who in antes told 

(Numbers more rich than thoſe new Lands of 
Gold) 

This great Deſtroyer's Progrels, ſeen this Age 

Ang th thy Succeſs againſt the Tyrant's Rage, - 

Bembas, had thep been no immortal 

Thou and thy Art had challeng'd all his Flame! 

Thou driv'ſt th' Uſurper to his laſt Retreats, 

Repairing as Thou go'ſt the ruin'd Seats : 

Thus while the Foe is by thy Art remov'd, 

The Holds are ſtrengthen'd, and the Soil in 
prov d. | 

Thy happy Conqueſt do's at once Expell 

Ttf lavader's force, and inbred Factions quell, 


Thy 


( 


Thy Patients and Augata's fate's the fame, 
To riſe more fair and laſting for the Flame: 
While meaner Artiſts this bold Task eſſay, 
Tth' lietle World of Man they loſe their way. 
Thou know'ſt the ſecret Paſſes to each Parr, 
And, skill'd in Natare, can'ſt not fail in Arr. 


Y 
. _—_——_— —— . 
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LIFE 
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Fracaltorims. 


Þ rows wes deſcended from the Fracaſtorian 


Family of great Antiquity in eros. He feem- 

ed not only to rival the Fame of Catulins and - 

Pliny, who had before made that City re- 
nown'd, but to have very far exceeded all his Contem- 
— for Learning and Poetry. His Parenes were 
Paulo- Plalippuw Fracaftoris, and Camilia Maſcarcih 
of great Reputation, He was {o well educated by hi 
Father, that he gave carly proofs of a great Genius, ſo 
that in his Childhood all men conceived hopes of an 
extraordinary man. Nor was Providence wanting to 
give him a lignal Teſtimony, foraſmuch as when he as 
an lafant in the Arms of his Mother, a ſudden Tcm- 
peſt ariſing, in whuch the Mother was ſtruck d-14 &y 


Aaax4 Lig.in'o's, 
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Lightning, the Child received no harm. He was ſent 
for literature while very young to Padua, where even 
in that Age with indefatigable labour, he opened 
ts way to that height :of. Glory which he afterwards 
attained : After the initiatory Arts he applicd himſelf 
to the ſecrets of diſtint Sciences, but infinitely delight- 
ed with the Mathematicks, in all, aſſiſted by: a Memory 
val to his. Ingenuity. After ſeveral yeſts ſpent in 
Philoſophical Nudies under the Tutorſhip of Peter Pom- 
ponatins of Mantua ; he devoted himſelf by the dictates 
of his Genius to Phyſick, with ſuch reſolution and ſuc- 
ceſs, that in the School diſputations, not only his fellow 
Students, but moſt experiened DoQors, were ſenſible 
that he was deſigned by Providence for great Undertak- 
ings. Accordingly they then gave him the honour of 
the Pulpit, which had never before been iered to 
any perÞ till they had their ies, and 
were arrived 10 the years »B& Manhood. ThisSchool 
being diſlolv'd by the breaking out of the War, while 
te had thoughts of returning to his Countrey (his Fa- 
ther being then dead) he was on honourable conditions 
invited by Zivianus, General of the Yenetian Forces, 
and a noble Patron of Wit, to the College Forojulien- 
fis, &e.——and lodged in the ſame apartment of #*- 
drea Naugerus and Jobannes Cottac, rwo excellent Poets. 
He had not long reſided here before he publiſhed Verſes 
on every extraordinary Occaſion that happened, which 
were received with ſuch general applavje throughout 
Italy, that their fame has to this day ſtifled the per- 
formances of his Compani Having afterwards 
accompanied Lrvianus h many Wars, the Ge- 
neral being at laſt overthrown and takert Priſoner by 
the French at Abdua ; he returned late into his native 
Countrey, 


The Life of Fracaſtorius. 


. where in the general devaſtation he found 
his Fatrimony almoſt utterly deſtroyed. 

He marry'd, but was ſoon unhappy in the loſs of 
two Sons, whoſe untimely Death he iled in a moſt 

ſionate Elegy. He was low of Stature, bur of 
balk, his Shoulders broad, his Hair black and 
his Face round, his Eyes black, his Noſe ſhort 
turning upwards by his continual contemplation of the 
Stars, a lively air was ſpread over his Conntenance, 
that diſplayed the Serenity and Ingenuity of his Mind, 
He affected a quiet and 'private hfe, as being a Man 
free from abmitious defires ; contenting himſelf with 
a moderate fortune, and ing his happineſs in im- 

ovement of his knowledge. was feerful though 
rugal at his Table, having a conſtant regard to his 
health ; his Wit being always the beſt part of his Ban» 
quet, He was notwithſtanding ſparing in his Speech, 
and affecting no vanity in his Drefs + he was never cen- 
ſorious of other Mens performances, but always glad 
of an occaſion to commend ; for which he was de- 
ſervedly celebrated by Jobannes Baptiſta in a noble E- 
pigram. He ſpent his time in —_ the diſeaſed, a 
divine Power ſeeming always to attend his endea 
above the fordid deſire of gain, and thought hi 
beſt rewarded in the health of his Patient. By theſe 
means he contracted many friendſhips, and had (de- 
ſervedly) no Enemy. 

He was not only eſteemed for his $kill in his own 
Countrey, but was ſought to by foreign Princes in 
—_— ſickneſs, for which though vaſt rewards were 

ered, he brought nothing home beſide their Friend- 


ſhi 

In his leiſure he diverted himſelf with reading Hi- 
ſtory, at which time Polybius, or Plutarch were never 
our 
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y., He was much alone, 

though by reaſon of his 

marines 29 difrourſe, he ſeemed of a Saturnine 
Temper, yet none were more chearful and pleaſant 
when entred into Coverſation. He med won- 
by nckng the belt Boks of th and Simples, 
the beſt Books of the Ancients. T hat 

Antidote called _—_ was of 


Es: we are likewiſc beholding which the 
7 many Hot Herbs, of which 
left uncertain deſcription. The Age in 


Virgins, that 
ow Pig, 6 His Treatifes in Proſe and 


ver + —_—_ + Copy; 
what are _ to the » a of his Fri 


_ above 70 years _— when he dyed, which 
an Apoplexy that feiz'd him while he was at 
at "4 Countrey feat. He was Senſtble-of his 

malady, though ſpeechleſs, often ny Hand up- 
his Head, by which ſizn he would have 

nts adminiſter a Cupping-Glaſs to the 

by which he had formerly curcd a Nun 

in /erona, labouring under the ſame Diſtemper. Bot 
his 
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Domeſticl ; ring his ing, apply'd firſ 
thing = an at; till in the Evening he 
He was Interr'd at Verona : His Sta- 

_ CO 


DS. L 
His Friend, . 


ENSUING TRANSLATION. 


El bas thy Fate direfled thee to chiſe 
An Auther, worthy of the nobleſt Muſe : 

His learned Pen has, what was long unknown, 
Is Roman language, like a Roman ſbown. 
And thine as ſweet, in Britiſh zumbers taught 
The Labours of his vaſt Poetick thought. 
Of Earth, of Seas, of putrid Air He Jung, 
To ſearch from whence that dire Contagion ſprung, 
Which now does worſe than feleſt Plazues deface 
The beauteous Form of God's reſembling Race. 
| From 


Y 


From the Malignant tnfluence of the Skies, 
'Tis fare the Seeds of moſt Diſeaſes riſe. 
But if' this mercileſq, conſuming Flame, 
From Fapeert, o infetious Flauers tame ; 
Why rag'd it not much more in ancient Times, 
From Exhalations of impurer Climes ? 
Befdes ; w ſettle Conſequence can ſpring 
From whatſoe're contingent Cauſes bring, 
The raging Peſtilence, that long lays waff 
The ſpotted Prey, devours it ſelf at left. 
And ſure bad this been ne're ſo firong entail d, 
The vide ſuccefion maſt &re now bave fail'd. 
Blame not the Stars ; "tis plain it neither fel 
From the difemper'4 Heavens, wor roſe from Hed. 
Nor need we to the diſf ant Indies rome ; 
The curſt Originals are nearer home. 
Whence ſhould that foul mfeflious Torment flow, 
Bus from the baneful ſource of all our wot 


That 


(') 


ts, wheedling, charming, Sex, that draws us mn 
To ev'ry puniſhment and evry fin. 

While Man, by Heav'ns command, and Nature led, 
Through this vaſt Globe his Maker's Image ſpread ; 
The Godlike Figure form'd in ev'ry Womb 
Prolifick flems, for Ages yet to come. 

Uncurſt, becauſe he lid not vainly toil, 

On barren Mountains, or impreguant foil; 
Healthful and vigorous, He, ore the face 

Of the wide Earth, diſpers'd the Sacred race. 
But now, that Tribe, who all our Rights iwvade, 
Pervert the wiſe Decrees which Nature made. 
Prompt to all il, Inſatiately they fire 

At ev'ry pamper'd Brutes untam'd defire : 


And while they proſtitute them/elves to more 

Than Eaſtern Kings had Concubines before ; 

The foul Promiſcuous Coition breeds,... 
Like jarring Elements, thoſe poir'nous ſeeds, 
Which 


= 


Which all the dreadful hoſt of Symptoms bring ; 
And with one carſt Diſeaſe « Legion ſpring. 
Were the decay'd, degen'rate race of Man, 
Untainted now, as when it firſt began ; 
And there were no ſuch tort ring Plague on Earth, 
The firſt inconflant Wretch wou'd give it birth. 
Shux ber, as you wou'd fly from ſplitting Rocks ; 
Not Wolves ſo fatal are to tender Flocks : 
Though romd the world the dire Contagion flew, 


She'll poiſon more, than &re Pandora flew. 
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Hrough what adventures this unknown Diſeaſe 
So lately did aſtoniſht Europe ſeize, 
Through Afax Coaſts and Libyan Cities ran, 
And from what Seeds the Malady began, 
Our Song ſhall tell : To Naples firſt it came 
From France, and juſtly took from France his 
Companion of the War — —- (Name, 
B The 
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The Methods next of Cure we ſhall expreſs, 
The wondrous Wit of Mortals in diſtreſs : 

But when their Skill roo faint Refiſtence made, 
We'll ſhew the Gods deſcending to their aid. 
To reach the ſecret Cauſes we muſt riſe 
Above the Clouds, and travell o'er the Skies. 
The daring Subje let us then purſue, 


Tranſported with an Argument fo new, 


While ſpringing Groves and tunctull Birds invite, 
And Muſes that in wondrous Theams delight. 
O Bembus, Ornament of /taly, 

If yet fron Cares of State thou canſt be free, 
If Zeo's Councils yet can ſpare thy $kill, 
And let the Buſineſs of the World ſtand ſtill; 
O ſteal a viſit to thoſe cool retreats, 
The Muſes deareſt moſt frequented Seats; 
And, gentle Bembus, do not there diſdain 
A Member of the Eſculapian Train, 

Attempt 


mpt 


the French Diſeaſe. 


— — 


Attempting Phy ſicks prattice to rehearſe, 
And clothing low Experiments in Verſe. 
A God inſtrufts, theſe myſteries of old 
By great Apods's ſelf in equal ſtreins were told. 
The ſmalleſt objefts oft attraft our Eyes, 
But here, beneath a ſmall appearance, hes 
A Source, that greateſt wonder will create, 
Of Nature much and very much of Fate. 

But thou, Zrania, who alone canſt trace 
Firſt Cauſes, meaſure out the Starry ſpace; 
That know'ſt the Planets number, force and uſe, 
And what Effet the vari'd Orbs produce : 
So may the Sphears thy Hcavenly Courſe admire, 
The Stars with envy at thy Beams retire ; 
As thou a while ſhalt Condeſcend to dwell, 
With me on Earth, and make this Grove thy Cell; 
While Zepbyruw,can my head, with Myrtle bound, 
And imitating Rocks my Song reſound. 

B z Say 
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Say, Goddeſs, to what Cauſe we ſhall at laſt 
Aſſign this Plague, unknown to Ages paſt ; 
If from the Weſtern Climes 'twas wafted o'er, 
When daring Spaniards left their Native ſhore; 
Reſolv'd beyond th' Atlantick to deſcry, 
Conjetturd Worlds, or in the ſearch to dye. 
For Fame Reports this Grief perpetual there, 
From Skies infefted and polluted Air : 
From whence 'tis grown ſo Epidemical, 
Whole Cities Victims to its Fury fall ; 
Few ſcape, for what relict where vital Breath, 
The Gate of Life, is made the Road of death? | 
Ifthen by Traffick thence this Plague was brought, 
How Dearly Dearly was that Traffick bought ! 
This Prodigy of ſickneſs, weak at firſt, 
(Like Infant Tyrants and in ſecret Nurſt) 
When once confirm'd,with ſudden rage breaks fort | 
And tcatters defſolation through the Earth. 

So, 
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So while the Shepherd travelling through the dark 
Strikes his dim Torch, ſome unſuſpetted Spark 
Falls in the Stubble, where it ſmothers long 
But by degrees becomes at laſt fo ſtrong, 

That now it ſpreads oer all the Neighbouring ſoil, 
Devours at once the Plowmans hope and Toll ; 
The ſacred Grove next Sacrifice muſt be, 

Nor Fove can fave his dedicated Tree ; 

The Grove Foments its Rage from whence it flies 
In curling flames and ſeems to fire the Skies. 
Yet obſervation rightly taken draws 

This new Diſtemper from ſome newer Cauſe ; 


' Nor Reaſon can allow that this Diſcaſe, 


Came firſt by Comerce from beyond the Seas ; 
Since inſtances in divers Lands are ſhown, 

To whom all /xdian Traffick is unknown : 

Nor could th” Infeftion from the Weſtern Clime 
Seize diſtant Nations at the ſelf fame time ; 

B 3 And 
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And in Remoter parts begin its Reign, 

As fierce and carly as it did in Spais. 

What ſlaughter in our /taly was made 

Where 7:iber's Tribute to the Oceans paid ; 
Where Poe does through a hundred Ciries glide, 
And pours as many Streams into the Tide.. 

All at one Seaſon, all without relief, 

Recciv'd and languiſht with the common grict. 
Nor can th' Infettion firſt be chargd on Spain, 
That ſought new Worlds beyond the Weſtern 
Since from Pyrene's foot, to Ttaly, ( Main, 
It ſhed its Bane on France, while Spain was free. |: 
As ſoon the fertile Khine its fury found, 

And Regions with eternal Winter bound : 

Nor yet did Southern Climes its vengeance ſhun, 
But felt a flame more ſcorching than the Sun. 
The Palms of /4a now negleted ſtood, 

And Egypt languiſht while her Nile o'erflow'd; 


Fron 
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From whence 'tis plain this Peſt mult be aſhgn'd 

To ſome more pow'rfull Cauſe and hard to find, 
In all productions of wiſe Nature's hand, 

Whether Conceiv'd in Air on Sea or Land ; 

No conſtant method does direct her way, 

But various Beings various Laws obey ; 

Such things as from few Principles ariſe, 

In every place and ſeaſon meet our ryes ; 

But what are fram'd of Principles abſtruce, 

Such places onely and ſuch times produce. 

Eflects of yet a more ſtupendious Birth, 

And ſuchas Nature muſt with pangs bring forth, 


" Where violent and varicus Seeds unite, 


Break ſlowly from the Boſome of the Night ; 

Long in the Womb of Fate the Embryo's worn, 

Whole Ages paſs before the Monſter's born. 
Diſcaſes thus which various Seeds compound, 

As various in their Birth and date are found. 

B 4 Some 
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Some always ſeen, ſome long in darkneſs hurld, 
That break their chains at laſt to ſcourge the World. | 
To which black Liſt this Plague muſt be aſſign'd, 
Nights fouleſt Birth and Terrour of Mankind. 
Nor myſt we yet think this eſcape the firſt, 
Since former Ages with the like were curſt. 
Long ſince he ſcatter'd his Infernal flame, 

And always Being had, though not a Name, 

At leaſt what Name it bore is now unfound : 
Both Names and things in times Abyſs lyedrown'd. 
How vainly then do we project to keep 

Our Names remembred when our Bodies ſlcep? 
Since late Succeſſion ſearching their deſcent, 
Shall neither find our duſt nor Monument. 

Yet where the Weſtern Ocean finds its bound 
(The World fo lately by the Spaniards found ) 
Beneath this Peſt the wretched Natives groan | 
Jn eyery Nation there and always known, | 


Such 
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Such dire Effe&ts depend upon a Clime, 

On varying Skies and long Revolving time : 
The temper of their Air this Plague brought forth, 
The Soil it ſelf diſposd for fuch a Birth. 

All things conſpir'd to raiſe the Tyrant there, 
But time alone cou'd fix his Conqueſt here. 

If therefore more diſtintly we would know 
Each Source from whence this deadly Bane did 
His Progreſs in the Earth we muſt ſurvey (flow, 
How many Cities groan beneath his ſway. 


And when his great Advancement we have trac'd, 
We muſt allow his Principles as vaſt. 


* That Earthnor Sea th' Ingredients cou'd prepare 


And wholly muſt aſcribe it to the Air, 

The Tyrant's ſeat, his Magazine is there. 

The Air that do's both Earth and Sea ſurround, 
As cafily can Earth and Sea confound ; 
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What Fence for Bodies when at every pore 
The ſoft Invader has an open door > (Breath, 


What fence, where poyſon's drawn with vitall 
And Father Air the Authour proves of Death ? 
Of ſubtile ſubſtance that with caſe receives 


Infeftion, which as eaſily it gives. 


Now by what means this dire Contagion firſt, 
Was form'd aloft, by what Ingredients nurſt, 
Our Song ſhall tell ; and in this wondrous Courſe, 


Revolving times and varying Planets force. 


Firſt then the Sun with all his train of Stars, 


Amongſt our Elements raiſe endleſs Wars ; 


Our Orb is influenc'd, and feels the Change. 


| 
4 
And when the Planets from thcir Stations Range, |\ 
| 
The chicteſt inſtance is the Suns retreat, 


No ſooner he withdraws his vital heat, 


But fruitleſs Fields with Snow are cover'd o'er, 


The pretty Fountains run and talk no more. 


Yet 
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Yet when his Chariot to the Crab returns, 
13 The Air, the Earth, the very Ocean burns. 
| 1* The Queen of Night can boaſt no lefs a ſway, 
At leaſt all humid things her power obey. 
Malignant Saturn's Star as much can chim, 
With friendly Jove's, bright Mars, and Venus 
flame, 
And all the hoſt of Lights without a Name. 
, Our Elements beneath their influence lye, 
Slaves to the very Rabble of the Sky. 


$ But moſt when many meet in one abode, 


Or when ſome Planet enters a new road, 
©, {4 Fardiſtant from the Courſe he us'd to run, 
Some mighty work of Fate is to be done. 
Long traQts of time indeed muſt firſt be ſpent, 
Before completion of the vaſt event ; 
| But when the Revolution once is made 
What miſchiefs Earth and Sea at once Invade! 
Poor 
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Poor Mortals then ſhall all extremes ſuſtain 
While Heav'n diffolves in Deluges of Rain ; 


Which from the mountains with impetuous courſe, 

And headlong Rage, Trees, Rocks and Towns 
ſhall force, | 

Or ſwelling Ganges then ſhall ſweep the Plain, 

And peacetull Poe outroar the Stormy Main. 

In other parts the Springs as low ſhall lye, 

And Nymphs with Tears, exhauſted ſtreams 
ſupply. 

Where neither Drought nor Deluges deſtroy, {3 

The winds their utmoſt fury ſhall employ ; 

Whlie Hurricans whole Cities ſhall o'erthrow, 

Or Earthquakes Gorge them in the depths below. 

Perhaps the Seaſon ſhall arrive ( if Fate 

And Nature once agree upon the date) 

When this moſt cultivated Earth ſhall be 

Unpeopled quite, or drench'd beneath the Sea; 

Whe: 
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When ev'n the Sun another Courſe ſhall ſteer, 
And other Seaſons conſtitute the year : 


: | The wondring North ſhall ſee the ſpringing Vine, 


D And Moors admire at Snow beneath the Line. 
New Species then of Creatures ſhall ariſe 
A new Creation Nature's ſelf ſurpriſe. 

Then Youth ſhall lend freſh vigour to the Earth, 
And give a ſecond breed of Gyants birth. 
By whom a new aſſault ſhall be perform'd, 
Hills heapd on Hills, and Heaven once more 
be ſtorm'd. 
Since Nature's then fo lyable to change, 

' Why ſhould we think this late Contagion ſtrange ; 
Or that the Planets where ſuch miſchiefs grow, 
Should ſhed their poyſon on the Earth below 2 
Two hundred rowling years are paſt away, 

Since Mars and Saturx in Conjunction lay. 


'\W. 


When 
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When through the Eaſt an unknown Fever Rag'd, 
Of ſtrange Effefts and by no Arts Aſſwag'd ; 
From ſuffocated Lungs with pain they drew 
Their breath, and bloud for ſpittle did enſue ; 


Four days the wretches with this Plague were 


gricv'd, 
(Oh diſmal ſight) and then by death reliev'd. 
From thence to Perfia the Contagion came, 
Of whom:thi Aſhrians catch'd the ſpreading flame. 
Euphrates next and Tigris did complain, 
Arabia too ſtil'd happy now in vain ; 

Then Phrygia mourn'd, from whence it croſt the | 
(Too ſmall to quench its flame) to /raly. (Sea | 
Then from this lower Orb with me remove 

To view the Starry Palaces above, 
Throughallthe Roadsof wandring Planets rove. 
To ſcarch in what poſition they have ſtood, 
And what ConjeQtures were fromthem made good. 
To 
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To find what Signs did former times diret, 
And what the preſent Age is to expett : 

From hence perhaps we ſhall with cafe deſcry 
The Source of this ſtupendious Malady. 
Behold how C ao with portentous harms 
Before Heav'ns Gate unfolds his threatning Armes; 
Prodigious ills muſt needs from thence enſue, 
In which one Houſe w2 may diſtintly view 
A numerous Cabal of Stars con{pire, 

To hurl at once on Air their bainlull fire. 

All this the Revrend Arriſt did deſcry 

Who nightly watch'd the Motions of the Sky, 


' Ye Gods (he cry'd) what does your rage prepare, 


What unknown Plague engenders in the Air ? 
Beſides, I ſee dire Wars on Exrope ſhed, 
Anſonian Fields with Native Gore ocrſpread. 
Thus Sung the Sage, and to prevent debate, 

In writing leit the Story of our Fate. 

When 
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When any certain Courſe of years is run 

E'er the next Revolution be begun, 

Heavens Method is, for Jove in all his State, 
To weigh Events and to determine Fate ; 

| To ſearch the Book of deſtiny and ſhow 
What change ſhall riſe in Heav'n or Earth below. | 
Behold him then in awfull Robes array'd, 
And calling his known Counſel to his aid ; | 
Saturn and Mars the Thundring Summons call, 
The Crab's portentous Armes unlock the Hall, 
Mark with what various meen the Gods repair, 
Firſt Mars with ſparkling Eyes and flaming Hair, | 
So furious and addifted to Alarms, 
He dreams of Battels, though in Yenus Armes. | 
But ſee with what auguſt and peacefull brow | 
( Of Gold his Chariot it the Fates allow) 
Great Jove appears, whodo's to all extend 
Impanial Juſtice, Heav'n and Nature's friend. | 
Okt 
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Old Saturn laſt with heavy pace comes on, 
| Loath to obey the Summons of his Son ; 
Oft going ſtopt, oft pender'd in his mind 
Heaven's Empire loſt, oft to return inclin'd ; 
Thus, much diſtrafted, and arriving late, 
Sits grudging down beſide the Chair of State. 
Jove now unfolds what Fate's dark laws contain, 
Which Jove alone has Wiſedom to Explain : 
Sees ripning Miſchiefs ready to be hurl'd, 
And much Condoles the Suffrings of the World: 
Unfolded views deaths Adamantine Gates, 
War, Slaughters, Faftions and ſubverred States. 
But moſt aſtoniſh'd at a new Diſeaſe, 
That muſt forthwith on helpleſs Mortals ſeize, 
Theſe ſecrets he unfolds, and ſhakes the Skies : 
The Gods Condole and from the Council riſe. 
Hell's Agent thus no ſooner quirs his Cage, 
| IF But onthe ſtarting Spheres he hurles his rage : 
out C The 
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The purer Orbs diſdain th' Infernal foe, 

And ſhake the Taint upon the Air below. 
The groſſer Air receives the banefull Seeds, 
Converting to the Poiſon which it feeds : 
Whether the Sun from Earth this Vapour drew, 
In late Conjunftion with his fiery Crew ; 

Or from Fermenting Seas by Neptune ſent 

In Envy to the higher Element, 

Is hard to ſay ; or if more Powers combin'd, 
Sent forth this Prodigy to fright Mankind. 
The Offices of Nature to define, 

And to each Cauſe a true effec aſſign, 

Muſt be a Task both hard and doubtfull too, 
Since various conſequences oft enſue : 

Nor Nature always to her ſclf is true. 

Some Principles ſhall on the Inſtant work, 
Whilſt others ſhall for tedious Apes lurk : 


Beſides, 
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Beſides the Power of Chance hall oft prevail, 
On Natures force, and cauſe Events to fail. 
Nor is the influence of Maladies 

Leſs various than the Seeds from whence theyriſe. 
Sometimes th' infefted Air hurts Trees alone, 
To graſs and tender flowers pernicious known. 
The blaſt ſometimes deſtroys the furrow'd ſoil, 
With mildew'd Ears not worth the Reapers toil. 
Or if ſome Dake with Grain ſeems more enrich'd, 
It moulds and rots before the ſheaves are pitchd. 
When Earth yields ſtore, yet oft ſome ſtrange 
Shall fall and onely on poor Cattel ſeize. (Diſcaſe 
Here it ſhall ſweep the Stock, while there it ſheds 
Its fury onely on devoted Heads. 

My own Remembrance to this hour retains, 

An Autumn drown'd with never ceaſing Rains: 
Yet this Malignant Luxury the breed 

Of Goats alone did rue, the reſt were freed. 
C2 


See 
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See how at break of day their number's told, 

See how the Keeper drives them from the Fold: 

Behold him next beneath a hanging Rock, 

And chearing with his Reed the browzing Flock, 

While them he charms nor is himſelf lefs 
pegs, ſeizd 

With a ſharp ſudden Cough ſome darling Kid is 

The Cough his Knell, for witha giddy round 

He whirls, and ſtreight falls dead upon the ground. 

This fever thus to Goats and Kids ſevere 

While Autumn held,confined his Vengeance there; 

Next Spring, both lowing Herd and Bleating 
Flock 

At once it ſeiz'd, ſpar'd none but ſwept the Stock: 

With ſuch uncertainty from tainted Skies 

In Bodies plac't on Earth effeQts ariſe. 

Since then by dear experiment we find 
Diſcaſes various in their Riſe and Kind: 
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More terrible for being Strange and new, 
That with the proudeſt Son of Slaughter vies, 
And claims no lower kindred than the Skies ; 
And as he did aloft conceive his Flame, 

The proud Deſtroyer ſeeks no common Game, 
He ſcorns the well finn'd Sporters of the Flood, 
He ſcornsthe well plum'd Singers of the wood ; 
Diſdains the wanton Brow2zers of the Rock, 
Diſdains the lowing Herd and bleating Flock ; 
With Wolf or Bear, deſpizes to engage, 

Nor can the generous Horſe provoke his rage : 
The Lords of Nature onely he annoys, 

And humane frame, Heav'ns Images, deſtroys. 
The bloud's black viſcous parts he ſeizes firſt, 
By whoſe malignant Aliments he's nurſt ; 

And Cer he can the fierce Aſſault begin, 
Fattions of humours take his part within; 
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The ſtrongeſt Holds of nature thus he gains, 

Quar'tring hiscruelTroopsthroughout the veins, 

While tome more noble Seat theTyrant's Throne 
contains. 

Such principles brought this Diſtemper forth, 
Such Aliments maintain'd the dreadtull Birth. 
His certain ſigns and fymproms to rehearſe, 

Is the next taske of our inſtrufting Verſe. 
O, may it prove of ſuch a laſting date, 

To conquer Time, and Triumph over Fate. 
Apolls's felt inſpires the uſetull Song, 

And all that to Apollo dos belong, 


Like him,ſhould ever,live and be for ever young, 
How ſhall Poſterity admire our $kill, 

Taught by our Muſe to know the lurking ill, 
And when his dreadfull Viſage they behold, 
Cry, this is the Diſcaſe whoſe Signs of old 


Th inſpu'd Phyſician in bright numberstols. 
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For th6 th' infernal Peſt ſhould quit the Earth, 
Abſconding in the Hell, that gave it Birth; 
Yet after lazy Revolutions paſt 
The unſuſpetted Prodigy at laſt, 
Shall from the wombof Night once more be hurl'd, 
T' inſet the Skies, and to amaze the World. 
What therefore ſeems moſt wondrous in his courſe 
Is that he ſhould fo long conceal his Force; 


For when the Foe his ſecret way has made, 

And in our Intrails rong detachments laid; 

Yet oft the Moon four monthly rounds ſhall ſteer 
Before convincing Symptoms ſhall appear; 
So long the Malady ſhall lurk within, 

And grow confirm'd before the danger's ſeen; 
Yer with Diſturbance to the wretch diſcas'd, 
Who with unwonted heavineſs is ſeiz'd, 

With drooping Spirits, his affairs perſues, 

And all his Limbs their offices refuſe, 
C 4 
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The cheartull glories of his Eyes decay, 

And from his Cheeks the Roſes fade away, 

A leaden hue o'er all his Face is ſpread, 

And greater weights depreſs his drooping Head ; 
Till by degrees the Secret parts ſhall ſhow, 

By open proofs the undermining Foe ; 

Who now his dreadfull enſigns ſhall diſplay, 
Devour, and haraſs in the ſight of day. 

Again, when chearfull Light has leſt the Skies, 
And Night's ungratefull ſhades and Vapors riſe ; 
When Nature to our Spirits ſounds retreat, 

And to the Virals calls Her ſtragling Heat ; 
When th' out works are no more of warmth poſſeſt, 
Bloudlefs, and with a load of humours preſt ; 
When ev'ry kind Relief's retir'd within, 
'Tistherthe Execrable Pains begin ; 

Armes, Shoulders, Legs, with reſtleſs Aches vert, 
And with Convulſions ev'ry Nerve perplext ; 


For 
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For when through all our Veins th' Infetion's 
ſpread, 

And by what cer ſhould feed the Body fed; 
When Nature ſtrives the Vitals to defend, 

And all deſtruftive humours outward ſend: 
Theſe being viſcous, groſs and loath to ſtart, 

In its dull March ſhall torture ev'ry Part; 
Whence tothe Bloudleſs Nerves dire Pains enſue, 
At once contracted, and extended too ; 

The thinner Parts will yet not ſtick fo faſt, 

But to the Surface of the Skin are caſt, 

Which in foul Botches o'er the Body ſpread, 
Prophanethe Boſome, and deform the Head: 
Here Puſcles in the form of Achorns ſwell'd, 

In form alone, for theſe with Stench are fill'd, 
Whoſe Ripneſs is Corruption, that in time, 
Diſdain confinement, and diſcharge the ſlime ; 


Yet 
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Yet oft the Foc would turn his Forces back, 
The Brawn and inmoſt Muſcles to attack, 

And pierce ſo deep, that the barc Bones have been 
Betwixt the dreadtull fleſhy Breaches cen ; 
When on the vocal parts his Rage was ſpent, 


Imperfe&t ſounds, for tunefull Speech was ſent. 

As on a ſpringing Plant, you have belicid 

The juice that through the tender Bark has ſwell'd, 

That from the Saps more viſcous part did come, 

Till by the Sun condens d into a Gumm : 

So when this Bane is once receiv'd within, 

With ſuch Eruptions he ſhall force the Skin; 

And when the Humour tor a time has flow'd, 

Grow fixt at laſt, and hardcn to a Node. 

Hence ſome youngSwain,ason the Rocks he ſtood, 

To view his Pifture in the cryſtal Flood, 

And finding there his lovely Cheeks detormd, 

Againſt the Stars, againſt the Gods he ſtorm'd: 
Mean 
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Mean while the Sable Wings of Night are ſpread, 
And balmy Sleep on ev'ry creature ſhed. 
en Y Theſe wretches onely no Repoſe could take, 
By this tormenting Fiend ſtill kept Awake ; 
Impatient till the Morn reſtor'd the Light, 
it. B94 Then curſt her Bears, and wiſh'd again for Night. 
Ceres in vain her bleſſings did afford, 
d, Bf In vain the flowing Goblet crown'd the Board; 
ie, BB No comfort they in large Poſſcſſions had, 
Ot Farms, or Towns, but cen in Banquets fad: 
In vainthe Streams, and Meads they did frequent, 
The diſmal Thought perſu'd whereeer they went; 
And when for Proſpe& they would climbthe Hill, 
The dire Remembrance Hagg'd their Fancy till: 
d, Bf In vain the Gods themſelves they did invoke, 
Adorn'd their Shrines,and made their Altars ſmoak : 
They Brib'd and Pray'd, yet till relieflefs lay, 
: I Their offer d Gumms conſum'd leſs faſt than they. 
Shall 
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Shall I relate what I my ſelf beheld, 
Where Olizs ſtream with gentle plenty ſwell'd+ 
In thoſe fair Meads where Ofius cuts his way, 
A Youth of Godlike form I did ſurvey, 
By all the World beſides unparallel'd, 
And ev'n in /taly by none excell'd ; 
Firſt Signs of Manhood on hisCheeks were ſhown, 
A tender Harveſt, and but thinly ſown, 
Beſides thoſe charms that did his Perſon grace, 
Deſcended from a rich and noble Race: 
What tranſport in Spefatours did he breed, 
Mounted, and managing the fiery Steed, 
What Joy at once, and Terrour did we feel, 
When he prepar'd for Field, and ſhone in Steel? 
Of equal Strength and Skill for Exerciſe, 

All conflicts try'd, but never loſt a Prize ; 
| Oftin the Chaſe his Courſer he'd forgo, 
Truſt his own Feet, and turnthe ſwiſteſt Rae. 


For 
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For him each Nymph, for him each Goddeſs ſtrove, 
Of Hill, of Plain, of Meadow, Stream and Grove ; 


Some One (negleRted) did to Heaven complain 

Who though in vain Shelov'd, yet did not Curſcf'” 
in vain ; 

For whilſt the Youth did to his Strength confide, 

And Nerves in ev'ry Task of hardſhip try'd. 

This finiſh'd Piece, this celebrated Frame, 

The Manſion of a loath'd Diſeaſe became: 

Bur of ſuch banefull, and malignant Kind, (find. 

As Ages paſt neer knew, and future neer ſhall 

Now might you ex his Spring of Youth decay, 

The Verdure dye, the Bloſſoms fall away ; 

The foul Infeftion o'er his Body ſpread, 

Prophanes his Boſome, and deforms his Head ; 

' His wretchedLimbs with filth and ſtench o'er flow, 

While Fleſh divides, and ſhews the Bones below. 

Dire 


Norcan we doubt that in this numerous oy, 
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Dire Ulcers (can the Gods permit them) prey 
On hs fair Eye-balls, and devour their Day, 


Whilſt the neat Pyramid Mm. 
quite away. 


Him neighbouring Aips bewail'd with conſtant 
Olius ; no more his wonted Paſlage knew (Dew, 
Hills, Valleys, Rocks, Streams, Groves, his Fate 
Bemoan'd, 
Sebinus Lake from deepeſt Caverns groan'd. 
From hence malitious Satwrs's Force is known, 


From whoſe malignantOrbthisPlague wasthrown, 
To whom more crucl Mars afliſtence lent, 


And club'd his Influence to che dire Event : 
Nor could the malice of the Stars ſuffice, 
To make ſach execrable Miſchief riſe; 

For certainly c'cr this Dilcaſc began, | 
Through Hells dark Courts the curfing Faries ran, 


Where 
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Where to aſtoniſtt Ghoſts they did relate, 
Indreadfull Songs, the Burthen of our Face ; 
The Stygian Pool did rothebottome rake, 
And from its Dregs the curſt Ingredients take, 
Which ſcatter'd fince through Fwrope wideand far, 
', I Bred Peſtilence, and moreconfuming War, 
_ Ye Deities who once our Guardians were, 
Who made th' Auſonian fields your ſpecial Care, 
And thou O Saturn, Father of our Breed, - 
I, & From whence do's this unwonted Rage proceed 
, N Againſt thy ancient Seats ? 
Has Fate's dark Store a Plague yet left, whichwe 
Have not faſtain'd ev'no Extremity ? 
Firſt let Parthenope her griets declare, 
Her Kings deſtroy'd her Temples fack't in War. 
Who can the Slaughter of that Day recite, 
» | When hand to hand we joyn'd the Gauls in fight, 
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When 7arrzs Brook was ſo o'er-ſwell'd with Bloud 
Men, Horſes, Arms, rowI'd downth' impetuous 
Eridanus in wandring Banks receives (Flood? 
The purple Stream, and for our Fare with Brother 
To whateſtate, O wretched /taly (Zarras grieves, 
Has civil Strife redue'd, and mouldr'd Thee! 
Where now are all thy ancient Glories hurl'd? 
Where is thy boaſted Empire of the World ? 
What nook in Thee from barb'rous Rage is freed, 
And has not ſeen her captive Children bleed ? 
That was not firſt to ſavage Arms a Prey, 
And do's not yet more ſavage Laws obey ? 
Anſwer ye Hills where peacefull Cluſters grew, 
And never till this hour diſturbance knew, 
Calmas the Flood whichat your Feet ye View ; 
Calm as Erethenus who on each ſide, 
Beholds your Vines,and raviſht with their Pride, 
Moves ſlowly with his Tribute to the Tide. 
O Italy 
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O 1taly, our Ancient happy Seat, 
Glory of Nations, and the Gods Retreat, 
? & Whoſe fruitful Fields for peopled Towns provide, 
r | Where Arbefts, and ſmooth Benacus glide; | - 
S. & What words have force, thy Suffczings to relate, 
Thy ſervile Yoke, and ignomimous Fate. 
Now dive, Benacas, thy fam'd courſegive o'er 
And lead thy Streams through Laurel-Banks 96 
, more. | z.)*\® 
Yet,when our Mis'ries thus wereat their height, 
As if our Sorrows ſtill had wanted weight, 
As if our former Plagues had been too fmall, 
We ſaw our Hope, Minerva's Darling fall, 
Thy Funeral, Marcss, we did then furvey 
Snatcht from the Muſes Armes before thy day, 
Benacus Banks at thy Interment groan'd, 


LAY neighbouring Athefis thy Fate bemoand ; 
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Where by the Moon's pale Beams, Caredlvs came, 

And nightly ſtill wes heard to found rhy Name, 

Hs Songs once more his native Seats inſpire, 

The Groves were charm'd, aod knew their 
Maſter's Lyre. 

"Twas now the Gals began thear fierce Alarms, 
And cruſht Zigeria with victorwus Arms, 
Wie other Provinces as faſt expire 
By C#ſar's Sword, and more deſtruftive Fire; 
NoLatian Seat was free from Slaughter found, 
But all alike with Tears and Bloud were drown'd. 

Now gor our ſecond Task, and what Relief 
Our Age has found againſt this raging Grief, 
The Methcds now of Cure we will expreſs, 
The wondrous Wit of Mortals in diſtreſs. 
Aſtoniſhe long they lay, no Remedy | 
At firſt they knew, nor Courage had tory, 


> 
_] 


| 
, 
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But learnt by Cow Experience to appeaſe, 


Tocheck, and laſt to vanquiſh the Diſeaſe. ' 
Yet aker all our Study we muſt own 
Some Secrets were by Revelation known : 
For though the Stars in dark Cabals combin'd, 
And for our Ruine with the Furies join'd, 
Yet were we not to laſt Deſtrution left, 
Nor of the Gods ProteQiog quite bereft. 
If ſtrange and dreadfull Maladies have reign'd, 
If Wars, dire Maſſacres we have ſuſtain'd, 
If Flames have laid our Fields and Cities waſte, 
Our Temples too in comman Rubbith caſt ; 
[{ ſwelling Streams no more in Banks were kept, 
But Men,Herds, Houſes withtheFlood were ſwept ; 
If few ſurviv'd theſe Plagues, and Famine ſlew, 
The greater Part of that ſurviving Few. 
Ver of ſuch great Adventures we are proud, 
As Fate had to no former Age allow'd. 


D z For, 
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For, what no Mortals ever dar'd before, 
We have the Ocean ſtemm'd from ſight of Shore; 
Nor was't enough, by Atlas fartheſt bound, 
That we the fair Feſperian Gardens found, 
That we t Arabia a new Paſſage ſought, 
While Ships for Camels the rich Lading brought: 
Toth outmoſt Eaſt, we ſince a Voiage made, 
And in the riſing Sun our Sails difplay'd, 
Beyond the xd large trafts of Land did find, 
And left the World's reputed bounds behind, 
To paſs the World's reputed bounds was ſmall 
Performances, of greater Glory call 
Our fam'd Adventures on the weſtern Shore, 
Diſcovering Stars, and Worlds unknown before; 
But waving theſe, our Age has yet beheld 
An inſpird Poer, and by none excelld, 
Partbenope extoll'd the Songs he made, 
Sebethe's God, and Yirgil's ſacred Shade, 

From 
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From Gardens to the Stars his Muſe would riſe, 
And made the Earth acquainted with the Skies. 
His Name might well the Ages pride ſuſtain, 


But many more exalted Souls remain; 

Who, when Expir'd, and Envy with them dead 

To equal the beſt Ancients ſhall be faid: 

But, Bembus, while this Liſt we do unfold, 

In which Heav'ns bleſſings on the Age are told, 

Leo, the moſt illuſtrious place do's claim, , 

The great Reſtorer of the Koman Name ; 

By whoſe mild Aſpets, and auſpicious Fire, 

Malignant Planets to their Cells retire. 

Jove's friendly Star once more is ſeen to riſe 

And ſcatters healing Luſtre through the $kiss, 

He, onely He, our Loſſes could repair, 

A&A Andcall the Muſes to their native Air, 

\ | #Reſtore the antientLaws of Right and Juſt, 
Poliſh Religion, from Barbarian Ruſt. 
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For Heav'n, and Rowe engag'd in fierce Alarms, 
With pions Vengeance, and with ſacred Arms, 
Whoſe terrour to Euphrates Banks was fpread, 
While Nile retir'd & his undiſcover'd Head, 
And irighted Dorts div'd into his00zy Bed. 
While ſome more able Muſe ſhall fing hs Name, 
In Numbers equal to his Deeds and Fame. 
While Bembus thou ſhalt this great Therne rehearſe, 
And weave his Praiſes in eternal Verſe, 
Let me, in what I have propos'd, proceed 
With Subjeft ſuted to my ſlender Reed. 
Firſt, then your Patient's Conſtitution learn, 
And well the Temper of his Bloud diſcern, 
If that be pure, with ſo much greater caſe 
You will engage, and vanquiſh the Diſeaſe, 
Whoſe venome, where black Choler choaks the 
Takes firtner hokd,and will exa&t dlorePains(Vein$ 


Dore 
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More violent Afaults you there muſt make, 

And on thebatrer'd Frame no pity take: 

) Who cer cariſoon diſcern the larking Grief, 

> | With far lefs labour may expect Relief; 

) Þ Bax when che Foe has deeper inroads made, © 

, I And gain'd the factious humonrs to his Aid, 
What Toil, what Conflicts muſt be firft ſaſtain'd 

, Þ Before he's difpoſieſt, and Health regaih'd; 
Therefore with Care his firſt approaches find, 
And hoard theſe uſefull Precepts in thy Mind. 

From noxious Winds preſerve your feff with 

And fuch ore #lt that from the South repair (cre, 
Of bens and Lakes, avoid th' unwholfome Air. 
To open fields and funny Mountains fly: / 

Where Zephyr fans, and Boreas fweeps the Sky ; 

jor muſt you there indulge Repoſe, bur firay, 

fod in comine'd ations ſpend"the Day ; 
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With ev'ry } Beaſt of Prey loud Wwxrprochim, 
And make the grizly Boar your conftgrit Game, 
Nor yet amongſt theſe great Attempts diſdain, | 
To rouſe the Stag, and force him to the Plaiq. ., 
Some I have known to th' Chaſe ſo muth inclin'g, 
That in the Woods they left their Grief behind, 
Nor. yet think feorn the ſordid Plow to gaide,: 
Or with the pondrous Rake the Clods divide, 
With heavy Ax, and many weary blow, 
Thetowring Pine, and ſpreading Oak -o'erthrow ; 


The very Houſe yields Exerciſe, the Hall 

Has room for Fencing, and the bquoding Ball 
Rouzr, rouze, ſhake off your fond deſire of Eaſe, 
For Sleep foments and feeds the foul Diſeaſe, 

'Tis then th'Invader do's the Vitals ſeize. 

Bur chiefly from thy Thoughts all ſorrows drive, 
Nor with Minerva's knotty Preeepts firive, N 


With 
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With lighter Labours of the Muſes ſport, (reſort. 
And ſeek the Plains where Swains and Nymphs 
Abſtain however from the Att of Love, 


For nothing can ſo much deſtruftive prove : 
' Bright Yexns hates. polluted Myſteries, 
Andev'ry Nymplr from foul Embraces flies. 
Dire practice !: Poiſon with Delight to bring, 
And withthe Lovers Dart, the Serpent's iting..: 
A proper Diet. you muſt next prepare, (care; 
; | Than which there's nothing more requires your 
All Food that from the Fens is brought relule, 
Whate'er the ſtanding Lakes or Seas produce, 
Nor muſt long Cuſtome paſs tor an Excuſe; 
- | Therefore from! Fiſh in general { diſſuade, 
All theſe are of-a 'waſhy Subſtance'made, 
; Which though tte-Juſcious Palate rbey cantent, 
K wert to Hirnours more than Nouriſhment. ; /. 


Evn 
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Ev a Giltheads, though moſt rempring to rhe ſight, 
And ſharp-fin'd Perch that m the Rocks delight. 
All ſorts of Fowl that on the Water prey, 

By the fame Rule I'd have remov'd away, 
Forbear the Drake,and leave Remey's ancient Friend 
The Capitot and City to Defend. 

No Ic& the Buſtard's luſcious Fleſh decline, 
Forbegz the Back and Entrails of the Swine, 
Nor with the hunted Boar thy Hunger ſtay, 
Enjoy the Sport, but till forbear the Prey. 

I hold nor Cucuraber nor Muſhroms good, 
And Artichoke is too falacious Food: 

Nor yet the uſe of Milk would I enjoin, 


Much leſs of Vinegar or cager Wine, 
Such as from Rhetia comes, and from the Kbixe ; 


The Sabine Vintage is of faſer Uſe, 
Which mellow and Weth-waver'd fields oh) 


But 
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But if your Banquets with the Gods you'd make 
Of Hegþs and Roots the unbought Dainties take; 
Be fare that Mint and Endive fill abound, 
And Sowthiſtle, with leaves in Winter crown's. 
And Siam by clear Fountains always found ; 
To theſe add Calamint, and Savery 
Burrage and Balm,*whofe mingled ſweets apree, 
Rochet and Sorrel | as much approve: 
The climbing Hop grows wild in evry Grove, 
Take thence the infee Buds, and with them join 
The curling Tendrells of the ſpringing Vine, 
Whoſe Armes have yet no friendly ſhade allow'd, 
Nor with the weight of juicy Cluſters bow'd. 
Particulars were endleſs to rehearte, 
And weightier Subjeas now demend our Verſe. 
We'll draw the Muſes from Aoniav Hills, 

o Natures Garden, Groves and humble Rills, 


Where 
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Where if no Laurels ſpring, or it I find 

That thoſe are all for Conquerours deſigny ; 

With Oaken Leaves at leaſt I'll bind my Brow, 

For millions ſav'd you muſt that Grace allow. 
At firſt approach of Spring, I would adviſe, 

Or ev'n inAutumn months it ſtrength ſuffice, 

To bleed your Patient in the regal Vein, 

And by degrees th' infeted Current drein ; 

But in all Seaſons fail not to expell, 

And purge the noxious Humours from their Cell; 


But fit Ingredients you muſt firſt colleft, 

And then their different Qualities reſpett, 

Make firm the Liquid and the Groſs diſſe&. 
Take, therefore, care to gather, in their prime, 

The ſweet Corycian and Pamphilian Tyme, 

Theſe you muſt bozl, together with the Ret 

In this enſuing Catalogue expreſt ; \ 


Fennel 
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Fennell and Hop that cloſe Embraces weaves, 

Parſley and Fumitory's bitter Leaves; 

Wild Fern on ev'ry Down and Heath you'll meet 

With Leaves reſembling Polypw's ſhagg'd feet, 

And Mayden-hair, of virtue ſtrange, but true 

Fordipt in Fountains, it reteins no Dew : 

Hart's-tongue and Citarch muſt be added too, 
The greater Part, and with ſucceſs more ſure, 

By Mercury perform the happy Cure ; 

A wondrous virtue in that Mineral lies, 

Whether by force of various Qualities +» 

Of Cold and Heat, it flies into the Veins, 

And with a fiercer Fire their Flame reſtrains, 

Conqu'ring the raging Humours in their Seat, 

As glowing Steel exceeds the Forge's heat, 

Dr whether his keen Particles (combin'd 

With ſtrange connexion)when th'are once disjoind, 


Diſperſe, 
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Diſperſc, all Quarters of the Foe to ſeize, 

And burn the very Seeds of the Diſcaſe ; 

Or whether 'ris with ſome more tudden force 
Endow'd by Nature to periormits Courſe, 

Is bard to ſay, but though the Gods conceal 
The virtual Cauſe, they did its uſe reveal. (ſhew, 
Now by what means 'twas found our Song (hall 
Nor may we let Heav'ns Gifts in Silence go. 

In Syrian Vales where Groves of Ofier grow, 
And where Callirrbee's ſacred Fountains flow. 
Hens the Huntſman, who with Zeal adard 
The rural Gods, with Gilts their Altars flor'd; 
Was yet afflited with this reſtlels Grief, 

And, if Tradition may obtain belicf, 


As he was watcring there cach ſpicy Bed, 


Thus to cntreat the Sy{vas Pow'rs, is ſaid. 
You Deities by me ador'd, and Thou, 
Callirrhoe, who do'ſt Relict allow 
'Gainſt 


the French Diſedfe. 
'Gainſt all Diſcaſes, as I flew for. Thee 

The Stag, and fix'd his Head upon a Tree; 

A Tree that do's with leſſer Brancli2 ſpread, 
Than thoſe that join to chat moſt horrid Head: 
You facred Pow'rs if you'll remave awey (Day, 
This plague that Racks my Frame all Night and 
| all the mingſed glories of the Spring, | 

| ilies and Violetsto your Seats will bring, 

With Daffadills firſt budding Roles weave, , 
And on your Shrines the fragrant Garland Jeave. 
He faid, and down upon the Herbage lay, 
Tird with che raging Pain, and raging Dey- 
Callirrhoe (bathing in the neighbouring Well, 
With Musk that grew in Plenty round the Cell) 
Heard the Youth's pray'r and freight in ſoft repoſe, 
\ indulgent Nymph his heavy Eyes did cloſe, 
len to his Fancy, from her ſacred Streams, 
Appear'd and charm'd ham with prophetick 
_ Ilcens 
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Tens (faid ſhe) my Servant, and my Care, 

The Gods at laſt have hearken'd to thy Pray'r; 

Yet, on the Farth, as far as So/ can ſpy, 

For thy Diſeaſe remains no Remedy. 

Cynthia and Phebus too at her Requeſt, 

Into thy torturd Veins have ſent this Peſt, 

The Stag to her was ſacred which you ſlew, 

And this the Puniſhment that did enſue, 

For which the Earth, as far as Sol can ſee, 

The ſpacious Earth, affords no Remedy : 

Then fince her Surface no relict can lend, 

To her dark Entrails for thy Cure deſcend ; 

A Cave there is its ſelf an awtull ſhade, 

But by Fove's ſpreading Tree more dreadtull made, 

Where mingling Cedars wanton with the Air, 

Thither at firſt approach of Day repair ; 

A jet-black Ram betore the Entrance ſlay, | 

And cry, theſe Rites great Ops to Thee I pay. - 
The 
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The leſſer Pow'rs, pale Ghoſts and Nymphs of 
Night, | 

The Smoak of Yew and Cypreſs ſhall invite ; 

Theſe Nymphs ſhall at the outmoſt Entrance ſtay, 

And through the dark Retreats condutt thy way. 

Riſe, riſe, nor think all this an idle Dream, 

For know I am the Goddeſs of this Stream. 

This for thy pious Homage to my Cell— 

So ſpake the Nymph, and div'd into the Well. 
The Youth ſtarts up aſtoniſh'd, but reſtor'd, 
With gratetull pray'rs th' obliging Nymph ador d: 
Thy Voice, bright Goddeſs, Ill with ſpeed Obey, 

O ſtill aſſiſt and bleſs me on my Way. 

With the next Dawn the ſacred Cave he found, 
With ſpreading Oaksand towring Cedarscrown'd; 
\ jet-black Ram did at the Entrance ſlay, 

d cry'd theſe Rites, great Ops, to thee I pay: 


The 
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The lefſer Pow'rs, pale Ghoſts and Nymphs of 
Night, . 

The Smoak of Yew and Cypreſs did invite. 
His Voice reſounding through the hollow Seats, 
Diſturb'd the Nymphs within their deep Retreats. 
Thoſe Nymphs that toil in Metals under ground, 
Gave o'er their Work at th' unexpefted Sound ; 
Some Quickſilver and Sulphur others brought, 
From which calcin'd,the goldenOar was wrought; 
Of pure Atherial Light a hundred beams, 
Of Subterrancan fire a hundred Streams, 
With various ſeeds of Earth and Sea they joyn'd, 
For humane Eyes too ſubtle and refm'd. 

But Lipare who forms the richer Oar, 
And to the Furnace brings the Sulph'rous ſtore, 
To lkexs through the dark Receſles broke, 
And in theſe words the trembling Youthbeſpokd 


Tleews 
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[lens (for I have heard your Name and Grief ) 
Callirrhoe (ends you hither tor relief; 

Nor has the Goddeſs counſell'd you in vain, 
Theſe Cells afford a Med'cine for your Pain ; 
Take courage therefore, and the Charge obey, 

+ I She faid, and through the Cavern leads the way 
He follows wondring at the dark aboads, 

The ſpacious Voids and Subterranean Roads ; 
Aſtoniſhe there to ſee thoſe Rivers move , 

Which he obſerv'd to loſe themſelves above : 
Each Cave, cry'd Lipare, ſome Pow'r contains, 
th loweſt Manſion Proſerpine remains ; 

The middle Regions Pluto's Treaſure hold, 

And Nymphs that work in Silver, Braſs and Gold, 
Of which rich Train am I, whoſe Veins extend, 
bod to Calirrhoe's Stream the ſmoaking Sulphur 
ſend. 
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Thusthrough the Realms of Night they took their 
way, 
And heard from far the Forge and Furnace play. 
Theſe (ſaid the Nymph) the Beds of Metals are, 
That give you wretched Mortals ſo much Care. 
By thouſand Nymphs of Earth and Night enjoy'd, 
Who yet in various Tasks are all employ'd. 
Some turn the Current, ſome the Seeds diſſe 
Of Earth and Sea, which ſome again colle@, 
That, mixt with Lightning, make the golden Oar, 
While others quench in Streams the ſhining ſtore. 
Not far from hence the Cyclop's Cave is found, 
See how it glows, hark how their Anvils ſound. 
But here turn off, and take the right-hand way, 
This Path do's to that facred Stream convey, 
In which thy onely Hope remains: She faid, - 
And under golden Roofs her Patient led, \ 


Hard 
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ir | Hard by, the Lakes of liquid Silver flow'd, 
Which to the wondring Y outh theGoddeſs ſhow'd; 
y. | Thrice waſht in theſe (faid ſhe) thy Pains ſhall end, 
, | And all the Stench into the Stream deſcend. 
. & Thrice with her Virgin hands the Goddeſs threw 
d, & On all his ſuffering Limbs the healing Dew : 
He, at the falling Filth admiring ſtood, 
And ſcarce believ'd for joy, the virtue of rhe Flood. 
When therefore you return to open Day, 
wr & With Sacrifice Diand's Rage allay, 
re. And Homage to the Fountain's Goddeſs pay. 
Thus ſpake the Nymph, and through the Realms 
nd. of Night, 
, Reſtor'd the gratefull Youth to open Light. 
This ſtrangs Invention ſoon obtain'd belief, 


An] flying Fame divulg'd the ſure Relief. 
But firſt Experiments did onely joyn, 
And for a Vehicle uſe lard of Swine: 
E 3 
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Larch-gum and Turpentine were added next, 
That wrought more fate and leſs the Paticnt vext; 
Horſe-greaſe and Bears with them they did com- 
Bdellium and Gum of Cedar uſctull found ; (pound, 
Then Myrrh,and Frankincenſe were us'd by ſome, 
With living Sulphur and Arabian Gum; 
But if black Helebore be added too, 
With Rain-bow Flowers your Method [ allow ; 
Benzoin and Galbanum I next require, - 
Lint-Oil, and Sulphu 's cer it feels the Fire. 
With theſe Ingredients mix'd, you muſt not ſear 
Your ſuffering Limbs and Body to beſmear, 
Nor letthe foulneſs of the Courſe difpleaſe, 
Obſcene indeed, but leſs than your Diſeaſe: 
Yet when you do anoint, take ſpecial care 
That both your Head and tender Breaſt you ſpare, 
This done, wrapt cloſe and ſwath'd, repair to 
And there ket fuch thick Cov'rings be o'e-rſpred, 
Till 
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Till ſtreams of Sweat from ev'ry pore you force: 

For twice five Days you muſt repeat this Courſe; 

Severe indeed but you your Fate muſt bear, 

And ſigns of coming Health will ſtreightfappear. 

The Maſs of Humours now diſſolv'd within, 

To purge themſelves by Spittle ſhall begin, 

Till you with wonder at your feet ſhall ſee, 

A tide of Filth, and bleſs the Remedy. 

For Ulcers that ſhall then the Mouth offend,” 

Boil Flowers that Privet and Pomgranets ſend. 

Now, onely now, I would forbid the Uſe* 

Of generous Wine that noble Soils produce; 

All ſorts withoutdiſtinion you muſt fly, 

The ſparkling Bowl with all its Charms deny. 
Riſe, now vittorious, Health is now at hand, 

labour mote is all I ſhall command, 


- 
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Eafie and pleaſant ; you muſt laſt prepare 

Your Bath, with Roſemary and Lavander, 

Vervainand Yarrow too muſt both be there; 

'Mongſt theſe your ſeeping Body you muſt lay, 

To chear you, and to waſh all Dreggs away. 
But now the verdant Bleſſings that belong 

To new diſcover'd Worlds demand our Song, 


| Beyond Ferculean bounds the Ocean roars 


With loud applauſe to thoſe far diſtant Shoars. 
The facred Tree muſt next our Muſe employ, 
That onely could this raging Plague deſtroy ; 
Juſt Praiſe (Zravia) to this Plant allow, 

And with its happy Leaves upon thy Brow, 
Through all our Latin Cities rake thy way, 
And to admiringCroud the healingBoughs diſplay ; 
Een I my ſelf ſhall prize my Streins the more, 
For Bleſſings never Seen nor Sung before. \ 


Perhaps 
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Perhaps ſome more exalted Poet (warm'd, 

For Marrial Streins)with this new ſubjetCharm'd 

Shall quit the noble buſineſs of the Field, 

y, & Bequeath ro Ruſt the Sword and poliſht Shield, 

Leave wrangling Heroes that o'ercome or Dye, 

Both ſhrouded in the ſame obſcurity 3 

Paſs o'er the haraſt Soil and bloudy Stream, 

To proſecute this more delightfull Theme; 

To tell how firſt auſpicious Navies made _ 

More bold attempts and th'Ocean's bounds eſſay 'd; 

To ſing vaſt Trafts of Land beyond the Main, 

By former Ages gueſs'd, and wiſht in Vain, 

Strange Regions, Floods and Cities to rehearſe, 

And with true Prodigies adorn their Verſe; 

New Lands, new Seas, and ſtill new Lands to ſpy, 

Another Heaven, and other Stars deſcry. 

\ Vhen this is done reſume their Martial Strein, 

And crown our Conqueſts in each favage Plain, 

That 


T 
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That ev'n from Vanquiſhment advantage draws, 

Enrich'd with Exrepean Arts and Laws, 

Shall ſing (what future Ages will confound ) 

How Earth and Sea one Veſſel did Surround. 

Thrice happy to Bard whom indulgent Heav'n, 

A Soul capacious of this Work has giv'n. 

My weaker Muſe ſhall think her Office done, 

Of all theſe wonders to record but one: 

One ſingle Plant which theſeglad Lands produce 

To ſpecific and ſhew it's ſov reign Ute, 

By what adventures found, and waſted o'er 

From unknownWorlds to Europe's wondring ſhore. 
Far Weſtward hence where th Occan ſeems to 

Beneath fierce Caxcer, lies a ſpacious Ifſe, - (boil 

Deſcry'd by Spaniards roving onthe Main, 

And juſtly honourd with the Name of. Spazs. 

Fertile in Gold but far more bleſt to be, \ 

The Garden of this conſecrated Tree : 
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[ts Trunk ere&, but on his Top is ſeen, 

A ſpreading Grove with Branches ever Green ; 
Upon his Boughs a little Nut is found, 

But poignant and with Leavesencompaſsd round; 
The ſtubborn Subſtance toothleſs makes the Saw, 
And ſcarcely from the Axe receives a flaw ; 
Diſſeted, various Colours meet your view, 
The outward Bark is of the Laurel hue ; 

The next like Box, the parts more inwards {ct, 
Of dusky grain bur not fo dark as Jet ; 

If to theſe mixtures you will add the Red, 

All colours of the gaudy Bow are ſpread. 

This Plant the Natives conſcious of its uſe 
Adore, and with religious Care produce ; 

On ev'ry Hill, in ev'ry Vale'tis found, 

ind held the greateſt Bleſſing of the ground 
gainſt this Peſt that always Rages there, 

From Skies ijnfefted and polluted Air: 
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The outward Bark as uſeleſs they refuſe, 

But with their utmoſt force the Timber bruiſe, 
Or break in Splinters, which they ſteep a while 
In fountains, and when ſoak'd, in Veſſels boil, 
Regardleſs how too fierce a fire may make 

The juice run o'er, whoſe healing Froth they take, 
With which they Bath their Limbs where Puſltles 
And heal theBreaches where direUlcers feed.(breed, 
Halt boil'd away the Remnant they retain, 

And adding Hony boikthe Chips again : 

To uſe no other Liquor when they Dine, 


Their Countries Law, and greater Prieſt enjoyn: 
The firft Decoftion with the riſing Light 
They drink, and once again at fall of Night ; 
This courſe they ſtriftly hold when once begun, 
Till Cynthia has her monthly Progreſs run, þ- 
Hous'd all the while where no offenſive Wind,” 
Nor the leaſt breath of Air can entrance find. 


But 
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But who will yield us credit to proceed, 
And tell how wondrous ſlenderly they Feed ; 
Juſt ſo much Food as can bare Life preſerve, ' 
And toits joint connect each feeble Nerve : 
Yet let not this ſtrange Abſtinence deter, 
And make you think the Method too ſevere. 
This Drink it ſelf will waſted Strength repair, 
For Netar and Ambroſia too are there ; 
All offices of Nature it maintains, Y 
The Heart refreſhes, and recruits the Veins. 
When the Draught 's tane, for two hoursand no 
The Patient on his Couch is cover'd o'er; (more 
For by this means the Liquor with more eaſe, 
- Expells in ſtreams of Sweat the foul Diſeaſe. 
All Parts ( Oprodigy !) grow ſound within, 


. Nor any Filth remains upon the Skin; 


—— 


Freſh youth in ev'ry Limb, freſh vigour's found, 
And now the Moon has run her monthly Round. 
What 
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What God did firſt the wondrous uſe diſplay, 
Of this bleſt Plant, what chancedid firſt convey 
Our European Fleet to that rich ſhore, | 
That for their Toil ſo rich a Traffique bore, 
Our Song ſhall now unfold; a Navy bound 
For no known Port nor yet diſcover'd Ground, 
Reſolv'd the ſecrets of the Main to find, 

And now they leave their Native ſhore behind, 
Clap on more Sail and skudd before the Wind. 
Thus on the ſpreading Ocean they did ſtray, 
For many Weeks uncertain of their way : 

The thronging Sea-Nymphs wondring at the 
Of each tall Ship appear above the Tide, (Pride, 
And with proportion'd ſpeed around them glide, 
Charm'd with each painted Stern and golden 
WitheachgayStreamer,ſtrivingasthey go(Prow, þ 
To catch their Pictures inthe Flood below. 


'Twas 
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'T was night,but Cystbia did ſuch beans diſplay, 
So ſtrong as more than half reſtor'd the Day. 
When the bold Leader of this roving Train, 
(The braveſt Youth that ever ſtemm'd the Main;) 
As on the Decks he lay with anxious care, 

And watchfull o'er his charge,conceiv'd this Pray 'r; 
Bright Goddeſs of the night (ſaid he) whoſe ſway, 
All humid Things and theſe vaſt Seas obey ; 

Twice have we ſeen thy infant Creſcents ſpring, 


And twice united in a glorious Ring, 

Since firſt this Fleet commenc'd her reſtleſs toil, 
Nor yet have gain'd the Sight of any Soil. 

O Virgin Star, of nightly Planets chiet, 
Vouchſafe your weary Wanderers relief ; 

Let ſome fair Continent at laſt ariſe, 

Dr ſome leſs diſtant Iſle falute our Eyes ; 

dt leaſt ſome Rock with one ſmall Rill and Port, 
For theſe o'er-labour'd Boats and Youths ſupport. 
The 
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The Goddeſs heard not this Addreſs in Vain, 
But leaves to her noRturnal Steeds the Rein, 
And like a Sea-Nymph floats upon the Main: 
So well diſguis'd That C/otho's felf might be 
Deceiv'd, and take her for Cymothoe ; 

With ſuch a meen ſhe cut the yielding Tide, 
And in theſe words beſpoke the wandring Guide; 
Take courage, for the next approaching Day, 
Shall ſee theſe Ships ſafe riding in the Bay ; 

Burt ſtay not long where firſt your Anchors fall, 
The Fates to yet more diſtant Regions call ; 

Find Ophyre high-ſcated in the Main; 

Thoſe Seats for you the Deſtinies ordain. 

She ſaid, and puſht the Keel; a brisker Gale 
Forthwith deſcends and pregnates ev'ry Sail: 
Now from the Eaſt the Sun invites their Eyes, 
As faſt they weſtward fee the Mountains riſe \ 


Like 
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Like clouds at firſt, but as they nearer drew, 


65 


, | Rocks, Groves and Springs were open'd to their 


High on the Decksthe joyfull Sailers ſtand,(View; 
And thrice with Shouts ſalute th' expeted Land. 
Then fafely Anchor in the promis'd Bay, 

Firſt to the Gods their juſt Devotion pay. 

Four days, no more, are ſpent upon this Soil, 
To fit their ſhatter'd Ships for tarther Toil, 

Each hand once more is to his Charge aſſignd, 
All take advantage of the friendly Wind ; 

A ſwift and ſteddy courſe they now maintain, 


And leave Anthylia floating on the Main: 
With ZZagia's coaſt, and tall Ammeria's Iſle, 
The Cangibals moſt execrable Soil, 

Or all the-Deep they now ſee Turrets riſe, 
And Iſlands without number meet their Eyes ; 


/ 


'Mongſt 
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'Mongſt theſe they ſingled one from whence they 
hear'd f 
Streams fall, while ſpreading Grovesaloft appear'd, |; 
Charm'd withtheſeObjeQstherethey pur toſhore, [+ 
Where firſt the Iſlands Genius they adore, | 
Then ſpread their Banqueton the verdant ground, I; 
Whilſt Bowls of ſparkling Wine go nimbly round ; Þ: 
Refreſht, they ſeparate, ſometo deſcry 7 
The country, others more oer-joy'd to ſpye 
Beneath the Flood pure Gold lye mixt with Sand, F 
And ſeize the ſhining Oar with greedy hand. 
At length a Flock of painted Birds they view, 
With azure Plumes and Beaks of Coral- hue, 
Which fearleſs through the Glades did ſeem torove, 
And percht ſecurely intheir native Grove; 
The Youths to temper'd Engins have recourſe 
That imitate the Thunders dreadfull Force, 


— AS 


Vulcan's 
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Vulcan's invention while with wondrous Art, 
He did to Men the Arms of Jove impart ; 
Each takes his Stand and ſingles out his Mark, 
The dire Ingredients with a ſudden Spark 
Enflam'd, diſcharge with rage the whizzing Ball, 
The unſuſpeRing Birds by hundreds fall; 
The Air with Smoak and Fire is cover'd round, 
The Groves and Rocks aſtoniſht withthe ſound, 
ind ſhaking Sands beneath the Seas rebound. * 
The Remnant of the Flock with terrour fly 
To Rocks whoſe Turrets ſeem'd to piercethe Sky ; 
from whence with humaneVoice(OdirePortent! ) 
One of this feather'd Tribe theſe Numbers ſent. 

| You whohave Sacrilegioufly aflay'd, 

he Sun'slov'd Birds, and impious ſlaughter made, 


what th' enrag'd avenging God prepares, 


Jl f d in prophetick Sounds by me declares. 


F 2 Know, 
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Know, you at laſt have reacht your promis'd ſoil, 


For this is Ophyre's long expected Iſle, 
But deſtin'd Empire ſhall not yet obtain 
Of Provinces beyond the weſtern Main, 
The Natives of long Liberty deprive, 
Found Cities, and a new Religion give, 
Till Toils by Earth and Sea are undergone, 
And many dreadfull Battels loſt and won; 
For, moſt ſhall leave your Trunkson foreign Land, 
Few ſhatter'd Ships ſhall reach your native Sand; 
In vain ſhall ſome Sail back again to find, 
Their wretched Comrades whom they left behind ; 
Whoſe Bones of fleſh deveſted ſhall be found, 
For Cyclops too in theſe dire Coaſts abound : 
Your Foes o'er-come, your Fleet in Civil Rage 


Shall diſagree, and Ship with Ship engage. 


Nor end your ſufferings here, a ſtrange DiſcaſQ || « 
And moſt obſcene ſhall on your Bodies ſeize; 


In 
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Ih this diſtreſs your Errour you ſhall mourn, 


And to theſe injur'd Groves for Cure return; 
This dreadfull Doom the feather'd Prophet ſpoke, 
And ſculkt within the Covert of the Rock. 
Aſtoniſht with the unexpefted ſound, 
Th' offending Men fell proſtrate on the ground ; 
Forgiveneſs from the facred Flock to gain, 
But chiefly Phebw Pardon to obtain. 
» | The Guardiansof the Grove to reconcile, 
| And once more hail the fair Ophyrian Iſle. 
Theſe Rites perform'd, returning on their way, 
if A race with humane Shape they did ſurvey, 
But black as Jet, who fally'd from the Wood, 
And made theVale more dark in whichthey ſtood ; 
No Garment o'er their Breaſts or Shoulders ſpread, 
d wreaths of peacetull Olive on their Head; 
) Unarm'd, yet more with wonder ſtruck than fear, 
They view'd the Strangers, and approach'd more 
| ON F 3 Aſtoniſbr 
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Aſtoniſht at their glittering Arms, but more 
At each proud Veſſel lodg'd upon the Shore, 
The Flags and Streamers ſporting with the Wind, 
And thought their Owners more than humane 
Some Gods or Heroes to the Gods ally'd, ( kind, 
And more than Mortal reverence apply'd; 

But toour Chit their firſt Reſpect they paid, 
And cheap, but yet moſt royal Preſents made, 


Rich golden Oar, of uſe and worth unknown, 
And onely prizd by them becauſe it ſhone, 
With which the bleſſings of their Fields were born, 
Ripe bluſhing Fruits and pondrous Ears of Corn; 
Unpoliſht but capacious Veſſels fill'd 404 

With Hony from each fragrant Tree Id, 
Which did from Heaven in nightly Dew arrive, 
Without the tedious labours of the Hive. 
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With them our Garments like Reception found, 
Andnow theTribes fate mingled on the Ground, 
With /ndjan Food and Spaniſh Vintage crown'd : | 
Who can expreſs the Savages delight, 
As if the Gods ſome Mortal ſhou'd invite 
To heavenly Courts, and with the Nefar-bowl 
lato a Deity exalt his raviſht Soul. 

By chance the ſolemn Day was drawing near, 
The greateſt Feſtival of all the Year; 
And to the Sun their greateſt God belong'd, 
To which from ev'ry part the Natives throng'd, 
With whom their Neighbours of Heſperia met ; 
And now within the ſacred Vale were ſet 


Each Sex, and all degrees of Age were ſen, 
But plac'd without diſtinftion onthe Green; 
Vet from the Infant to the grizled Head, 


4 


cloudof Grief o'er ev'ry Face was ſpread, 


F 4 
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All languiſh'd with the ſame obſcene Diſcaſe, 
And years, not Strength diſtinguiſht the Degrees ; 
Dire flames upon their Vitals fed within, 

While Soresand cruſted Filth prophan'd their Skin. 
At laſt the Prieſt in ſnowy Robes array'd, 

The Boughs of healing Guiacum diſplay'd, 
Which (dipt in living Streams) he ſhook around 


To purge, for holy Rites the tainted Ground. 
An Heifer then before the Altar ſlew, 

ASwain ſtood near on whom the Bloud he threw ; 
Then to the Sun began his myſtick Song, 

And ſtreight was ſeconded by all the Throng, 
Both Swine and Heifers now by thouſands bleed, 
And Natives on their roaſted Entrails feed. 

Our Train with wonder ſaw theſe Rites, but 
Aſtoniſht at the Plague unſeen before: (mo 
Mean while our Leader in his carcfull breaſt, 
Form'd fad Conjcctures of this dreadfull Peſt, 
Thus, 


the French Diſeaſe. 73 


This, this faid he (the Gods avert our Fate) 

Is that dire Curſe which Phebas did relate ; 

The Birds prodigious Song I now recall, 

The ſtrange Diſeaſe that on our Troops ſhou'd fall. 
As therefore from the Altar they renr'd, 


Our Gen'ral of the Native Prince enquird, 
To what dread Power theſe Off "rings did belong? 
What meant that languiſhing infefted Throng? 
And why the Shepherd by the Altar ſtood? - 
And wherefore Sprinkled withthe guſhing bloud ? 
To which the Iſland Monarch, noble Gueſt, 
With annual Zeal theſe Off 'rings are addreſt, 
To Phebus enrag'd Deity aſſignd, 
And by our Anceſtours of old enjoin'd ; 
Bur it a foreign Nations toils to learn, 

nd leſs refin'd be worth your leaſt concern, 


If you have any Senſe of Strangers fate, 


From its firſt ſource the Story III relate : 


Perhaps 
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Perhaps you may have heard of 4:/as name, 
From whom in long deſcent great Nations came ; 
From him we ſprang, and once a happy Race, 
Belov'd of Heav'n while Piety had place, 

While to the Gods our Anceſtours did Pray, 
And gratefull Off rings on their Altars lay. 

But when the Powers to be deſpisd began, 
When to leud Luxury our Nation ran; 


Who can expreſs the Mis ries that enfu'd, 
And Plagues with each returning Day renew'd? 
Then fair At/antia once an Iſle of fame, 

(That from the mighty Atlas took its Name, 
Who there had govern'd long with upright Sway) 
Wasgorg'd intire, and ſwallowed by the Sea. 
With which our Flocks and Herds were wholly 
Not one preſerv'd or ever after found. (drown 
Since when outlandiſh Cattle here are lain, 
And Bulls of foreign Breed our Altars ſtain ; 
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In that dire Seaſon this Diſeaſe was bred, 
That thus o'er all our tortur'd Limbs is ſpread: 
Moſt univerſal from it Birth it grew, 
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Andnone have ſince eſcapd or very few; 
Sent from above to ſcourge that vicious Age, 
And chiefly by incens'd Apolo's Rage, 
For whichtheſe annual Rites were firſt ordain'd, 
Whereof this firm Tradition is retaind. 
A Shepherd once (diſtruſt not ancient Fame ) 
Poſſeſt theſe Downs, and Syphilus his Name. 
A thouſand Heifers in theſe Vales he fed, 
A thouſand Ews to thoſe fair Rivers led : 
For King Alcithous he rais'd this Stock, 
And ſhaded in the Covertof a Rock, 
For now 'twas So/ſtice, and the Syrian Star 
Increaſt the Heat and ſhot his Beams afar ; 
Hhe Fields were burnt to aſhes, and the Swain 
Repair'd for ſhade to thickeſt Woods in vain, 
No 
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No Wind to fan the ſcorching Air was found, [ 
No nightly Dew refreſht the thirſty Ground: 
This Drought our Syphilus beheld with pain, ; 
Nor could the ſuf" rings of his Flock ſuſtain, | 
But to the Noon-day Sun with up-caſt Eyes, | 
In ragethrew theſe reproaching Blaſphemies, 

Is it for this O So/, that thou art ſtyl'd 

Our God and Parent ? how are we beguil'd 

Dull Bigots to pay Homage to thy Name? 

And with rich Spices feed thy Altar's flame: 

Why do we yearly Rites for thee prepare, 

Who tak'ſt of our affairs fo little Care? 

At leaſt thou might'ſt between the Rabble Kine 
Diſtinguiſh, and theſe royzsl Herds of Mine. 
Theſe to the great Alcithous belong, 

Nor ought to periſh with the Vulgar throng. 
Or ſhall I rather think your Deity 


With envious Eyes our thriving Stock did ſee? 
I grant 
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| grant you had ſufficient cauſe indeed, 

A thouſand Heifers of the ſnowy Breed, 

A thouſand Ews of mine theſe Downs didfeed; 
Whilſt one Erherial Bull was all your ſtock, 
One Ram, and to preſerve this mighty Flock, 
You muſt forſooth your Syria» Dog maintain, 


Why do I worſhip then a Pow'r fo Vain? 
Henceforth I to Alcithbous will bring 

My Off rings and Adore my greater King, . 
Who do's ſuch ſpacious Tratts of Land poſleſs, 
And whoſe vaſt Pow'r the conquer'd Seas confeſs. 
Him Ill invoke my Suff rings to redreſs. 

Hee'll ſtreight commandthe coolingWinds to blow, 
Refreſhmg Show'rs on Trees and Herbs beſtow, 
Nor ſuffer Thirſt, both Flock and Swain to kill : 
He faid, and forthwith on a neighbouring Hill 
Ereftsan Altar to his Monarch's name, 

The Swains from far bring Incenſe to the Flame; 
At 
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At length to greater Victims they proceed, y || 
Till Swine and Heifers too by hundreds Bleed, 
On whoſe half roaſted Fleſh the impious Wret | 
ches feed. | 
All quartersſoon were filld with the Report, | 
That ceas'd not till itreacht the Monarch's Court ; | 
Th'aſpiring Prince with Godlike Rites o'er joy'd, || 
Commands all Altars elſe to be deſtroy'd, | 
Proclaims Himſfelt in Earth's low ſphere to be | 
The onely and ſufficient Deity ; | 
Fhat Heav'nly Pow'rs liv'd too remote and high, | 
And had enough to do to Rule the Sky. | 
Tir all-ſeeing Sun no longer could ſuſtain 
Theſe prattices, but with enrag'd Diſdain | 
Darts forth ſuch peſtilent malignant Beams, | 
As ſhed Infeftion on Air, Earth and Streams; 
From whence this Malady its birth receiv'd, | 
And firſt th' offending Syphiles was griev'd, | 
Who 
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Who rais'd forbidden Altars on the Hill, 


— 


And Vidtims bloud with umpious Hands did ſpill ; 
He firſt wore Buboes dreadfull to the fight, 
Firſt felt ſtrange Pains and ſleepleſs paſt theNight ; 


From him the Malady receiv'd its name, 


The neighbouring Shepherds catcht the ſpreading 
At laſt in City and in Court 'twas known,(Flame : 


And ſeiz'd th' ambitious Monarch on his Throne; 


In this diſtreſs the wretched Tribes repair 
To Ammerice the Gods Interpreter, 

Chief Prieſteſs of the conſecrated Wood, 
In whoſe Retreats the awtull Tripod ſtood, 


From whence the Gods reſponſal ſhe expreſt ; 
TheCrowd enquire what Cauſe produc'd this Peſt, 
What God enrag'd? and how to be appeas'd, 
And laſt what Cure remain'd for the Diſeas'd ? 
to whom the Nymph reply'd—the Sun incens'd, 
With juſt revenge theſe Torments hascommenc'd. 


What 
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What man can with immortal Pow'rs compare ? 


Fly, wretches, fly, his Altars ſoon repair, 

Load them with Incenſe, Him with Pray'rs invade, 
His Anger will not eaſily be laid ; (ſwear, 
Your Doom is paſt, black Styx has heard him 
This Plague ſhould never be extinguiſhrt here, 
Since then your Soil muſt neer be wholly free, 
Beg Heav'n at leaſt to yield ſome Remedy : 

A milkwhite Cow on Juxo's Altar lay, 

To Mother Earth a jet-black Heifer ſlay ; 

One from above the happy Seeds ſhall ſhed, 
The other rear the Grove and make it ſpread, 
That onely for your Grief a Cure ſhall yield. 

She ſaid: the Croud return'd to th' open'd Field, 
Raisd Altars to the Sun without delay, 

To Mother Earth, and Juno Vittims ſlay. 


'T will ſeem moſt ſtrange what now I ſhall declark JF « 
But by our Gods and Anceſtours I ſwear, 


'Tis 


—_— 
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Tis facred Truth ——- 

Theſe Groves that ſpread ſo wide and look fo green 
Within this Iſle, till then, were never cen, 

' | Butnow beforetheir Eyes the Plants were found 
| | To ſpring, and in an inſtant Shade the ground, 
The Prieſt forthwith bids Sacrifice be done, 
And Juſtice paid to the offended Sun; 

Some deſtin'd Head rattone the Crimes of all, 
On Syphilus the dreadfull Lot did fall, 
Who now was plac'd before the Altar bound, 
His head with facrificial Garlands crown'd, 
His Throat laid open to the lifted Kaite, 

But interceding Jazo ſpar'd his Life, 

Commands them in his ſtead a Heiter ſlay, 

For Phabus Rage was now remov'd away. 

This made our gratefull Anceſtours enjoun, 
JVhen firſt theſe annual Rites they did afiign, 


G That 
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That to the Altar bound a Swine each time 
Should fland, to witneſs Syphiles his Crime. 
All this inſefted Throng whom you behold, 
Smart for their Anceſtours Offence of old : 
To heal their Plague this Sacrifice is done, 
And reconcile them to th' offended Sun. 
The Rites perform'd, the hallow'd Boughs they 
The ſpeedy certain Cure for their Diſeaſe. (ſeize, 
With ſuch diſcourſe the Chicts their Cares de- 
WhoſeTribes of different Worlds united live, (ceive, 
Till now the Ships ſeat back to Ewopes ſhore, 
Return and bring prodigious Tidings oer. 
That this Diſeaſe did naw through Zarepe rags, 
Nor any Med'cine found that cou'd afſuage, 
That in their Ships no ſlender Number mourn'd, 
With Boils without and inward Ulcers burr'd. 
Then call'd tro mind the Bird's prophetick ſou 
That in thoſe Groves Relict was to be found. « 
Then 
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Then each with folemn Vows the Sun entreats, 
And gentle Nymphs the Gardians of thoſe Sears. 
With luſty Strokes the Grove they next invade, 
Whoſe weighty Boughs areon their Shoulders laid, 
Which with the Natives methods they prepare, 
And with the healing Draughts their Health repair, 
Pur got forgetfull of their Country's good, 

They fraighe their largeſtShips with this richWood, 
To try if in our Climate it would be 

Of equal uſe, for the fame Malady : 

The years mild Seaſon feconds their deſire, 

And weſtern Winds their willing Sails inſpire. 
Hheriaw Coaſts you firſt were happy made 

With this rich Plant, and wonder'd at its Aid; 
Known now to France and neighbouring Ger- 
Cold Seythian Coaſts and temp'rate aly, (many 
jTo Europe's Bounds all bleſs the vital Tree. 


G 3 Hail 
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Ce 


. Hail heav'n-bornPlant whoſeRival ac'er was ſeen, 
Whoſe Virtues like thy Leaves are ever green ; 
Hope of Mankind and Comfort of their Eyes, 
Of new diſcover'd Worlds the richeſt Prize. 
Too happy would Indulgent Gods allow, 
Thy Groves in Europe's nobler Clime to grow : 
Yet if my Streins have any force, thy Name 
Shalt f4ouriſh here, and Earope ſing thy Fame. 
If not remoter Lands with Winter bound, 
Eternal Snow, nor Libya's ſcorching Ground; 
Yet Latium and Benacus cool Retreats, 

Shall thee reſound, with Arhefis fair Scats. 

Too, bleſt if Bembas live thy Growth to (ce, 
And on the Banks of 7yber gather thee, 

If he thy matchleſs Virtues once rehearſe, 

And crown thy Praiſes with eternal Verſe. 


FINIS. \ 
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